



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Hawlet (SJC 222jj) LONDON, l6l1 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.yi.b.a) OctaVO 







WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Hamlet (SJC 222jj) LONDON, l6l1 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.yi.b.a) OCtaVO 








WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Hamlet (STC 2227?) 




■ ; 



r 









The Tragedie of 

H A M L E T 

Trlnce ofDenmarke, .u 

* - 

Suter Bernardo fa»dFr 4 »etfcojtiv 0 CtHtiHeii^ \ ': 



W Hofcthcref ■ ' ‘ 1 ;a 

Nay anfwef me;, ^tahil and ynfoiiyoitf «clfc| ' 
Long liue thcJKing. > . r 

Barnardo. • • . . , _ ■ v : 



Bar, 

Tran 
Tar, 

Fran. 

Bar, Hce* , ' - , 

Fran. 'Yoirfclftnc mofl caremlly vpot> your hourc, ^ . ; 

aSrf vTisnoVw'ftrookc twelucj^ict thee to feed 

Fran. For this rcliefe much thank$,Us bitter cold, . ; 

And I am lick at heart. 

Tar. Hauc you had qwiet guard ? 

Fran. Nota MoufeiUtring, / ' > : r 

Bar. Wclljgood jiigKts ;i 

If you doe mecteiioKatio. and Marcellas ^ 'x , * 

T he riualsof my watch,bid them make haft* , 

Enter Woratio and Martill^s^. 

Fran. I thinkel hcare ihctn,ftand ho,vvho is there? 
Hem. Friends to this ground. 

And Lcegcmcn to the Dane, 

Fran. Giueyou good night* 

■Mar, ~ 




ol * 



X Fran. Bernardo hath tny place; gtue you good 
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The TfAgedy o/Hamlct 

JifanH6\W,Barnardo, 

TAr, S ay what i s Vlarath th erc> 

Horrf. A pcece of hiin^ 

"BAr. Welcome HorAtio, welcome good MArcellus, 
Hora. What has this thdngappeatd againe to night? 
BAr. I haue lecne nothing, 

UorAtioCiyestis butafantaie, 

And will not let beleefe take hold of him. 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feeneof v% 
Therefore I haue intreated him along, 

With vs to watch the minuts of this night. 

That if againc this apparition come, 

Hccmay’approue our eyes and fpcake to it» 

Hota. Tulh, tulli , twill not appeare. 

Sit do vvne awhile. 

And let vs once againe affailc your cares, 

That are fo fortified againft our ftory,. 

What wee haue two nights feene.. 

Hora, Well fit wee downe. 

And let vs havcTar»Ardo l^eake ofthis. 

TAr. Laft night of all, 

Whenyond fame flarrethats weft ward from iicpoJej 
Had made his courfe t’illume chat part of heauen 
Where now it burnes, MArctlltts and my felfe. 

The Bell then beating one. 

SuterQhoJf. f”gaine. 

Mat. Peace, breakc thee oflfloofce where it comes a- 
B^r.Tn the fame figure like the King thatsdead* 
AfAr. Thou art a Scholler fpeake to it HorAtio. 

Hota. MoftlikCjithorrowes me wUhfeare& wonder.- 
Bak It would be ^oke to. 

Uifar- SpcaketO'itH(»/-<*/w_ 

What art thou that vfurpft this time of night, - 
Together with that faire and warlike forme. 

In which the Maiefty of buriedDcnmarke 
Did fpmettmes march : by heauen I charge the Ipcake. 
It is offended. 



TrineeefDettmarhe, 

VlofA. Stay, fpeake, fpeake I charge thee fpeake, 

V ^ I ill Av*lf araa»>a» 



BKITA 






»•»<"«• — a- - 

Ma. Tis gone and will not anfwcre. 

Bar. How now Horstio, you tremble and lodkeptle^ 

Is not this fomething more then phantafief 
What thinke you of it ? 

HorA. Before my God I might not this bcleeue, 

Without the fenciblc and true auouch 
Ofmincowne eyes. 

Mar. Isit not like the King ? 

Hora, As thou art to thy felfe : 

Such was the very Armor hee had on. 

When hee the ambitious combated, 

So frownde hee once when in an angty patle 
Hee fmote the fleaded pollaxon the ice. 

Tis ftrangc. 

Mar. Thus twice before and iump at this dead house. 
With Martiall ftauke hath hee gone by our watch, 

Hera. In whatperttcular thought, to worke I know not. 
Bat in the grofle and fcope of mine opinion. 

This bodes feme ftrange eruption tp cur ftate. 

Mar. Copd now fit downe, and tell me hee that knowcSj 
Why this fame ftriti iind moft obferuant wat^ 

So nightly toyles thefubic6b of the land. 

And withfuch daylycoftofbrazenCannon 
And fbrrain e matte for implements of warre. 

Why fuch impreffe of fbip-wrights, whole forecaljbe 
Does not deuide the Sunday from the weeke. 

What might bee toward, that this fwcaty haft ^ 

Doth make the night ioync labourer with the day. 

Who ift that caninformcmee? 

Her<». That can I, 

Aticaft the whifper goes fo, our laft King, 

Whofe image cuen but now appea’d to vs. 

Was as you kno w by f of AT<>nr#w, 

Thereto prickt on by a moft emulate pride 
ar d to the combate ; in which our valiant HamUt, 

^orfo this fide of our knownc world efteemd him) 

Well *^®*^^^°***P*^ 

Wcllratificd by law and Heraldry ^ - 



I 

itlGhoJt, I 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Hawlet (STC 22277) LONDON, l6n THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.71.b,2) OctdVO 



Did forfait ('wuh his lifejallche^^ ' i' 

WhicK hee ftood feaz’cl of, tothe comjuerour. .... 
Againft the whj.ch a.mQUy eo^petcot / , :M '.'c. . : v. 
Was gaged by our King, which had returnes 
To the inheritance of Fortiuhrajfe, : ; " 

Had hce bccne vanqui(hcr;;as by the fame comart,: : - 

And carriage of the articles dcfejgne, ^ ^ 

His f^ll to Camlet ; now Sir, young Fortmraft ; ; 

Ofvnimprooucd mettle, hot and full, ’ iiii : . 

Hath in the .skirts of Norway hcere and there . : 

Sharkt vp a lift ot lawlefle refolutes 

For fo od and diet to foroc cinerprife 

That hath a ftomake in t, which no other : . : ^ ' 

AsitdothAVclIappearcTntoourftatc, ; . 

But to recouer of vs by ftrong hand 

And tearmes compulfatory, thofe forefaid lands 

So by his father loft,- and this I take it, 

Is themaine motiuc ofqur preparations 

The fourcc of this our watch, and the cheefe head 

Of this poft-haft and romeage in the land. 

^ar, . I thinke it b? noother but eucn fo ; 

Well may it fort that this portentou-s figure 
Comes armed through out watch fo like the King 
That was and is the queftion of thefe warres. 

Hora. A moth it is to trouble the mindes eye : 

In the moft high and palmy ftatc of Rome, 

A little ere the mightieft /»//«/ fell . 

The graues ftood tconantlcflc, and the (heeted dead 
Did fqueakc and gibber in the Ro.Tiane ftreets 
As ftarres with traincs of fire, and de wes ofbloud 
Difafters in the Sunne ; and the moift ftarre, 

- Vpon whofc influence Neptmts Empicr flands, 
Was fick almoft to doomefday with edipfe. 

And euen the like precurfc of fearcc euents 
As harbingers preceading Ilill the fates 
And prologue to the Omeu commiog on 
Haue heauen and earth together demot^ated 
Vnto our Clinutures and cootrimen. 

EnttrGhpfi. 





It Jprtetdt 
his armes. 



,-f ■ 



. ‘It 






But fofc, behold, lo where It <omcsagame^ 

Ilccrofle it though it blaftmecrftay lUufion, 

Ifthouhafta ylhundoryfcorvoice,-. , 

Speake to mec.if there be any^good thing to bcedone . 

Tha: may to thee doe eafe.and.grMC to mec, - 
Speake to mce. , j.' 

ii thou art ptiuy to thy contry estate. 

Which happily foreknowing may auoyd, .. 

O fpeake; , ,.r 

Or if thou haft vphoorded in tfey life ■ 

Extorted treafure ill the wombe of earth, -w' 

For which they fay your fpirits oft W'alke in death. 7f t 0>‘h \ 

Speake ofit,ftay and fpeake, flop it 

^^r.ShaUl'ftrikoitwithmypattizau? 

//or.Docifit will not ftand. . 

5 <?r.Tis hcere. ■■■ ■ 

Tis hcere. 

(JIFar.-Tiagone," 

We doc it wrong being fo Maicfticall ■ ; - '' 

To offer it the ftiowc ofviolcnce. 

For it is as thcayrc,invulnerable. 

And our vaioe blow'cs malicious mockery. ... 

"Bar. It was abou«o fpeake wheu the cock crew.* 

I \or. And then it (larted likca guilty thing, j'i: 

Vpon a fearcfull fummons ; I haue heard, . 

The Cock that is the trumpet to the morne. 

Doth with his lofty and ftniltfounding throate 
Awake the God ofday,and at his warning . , - 
Whether in fea or firciin earth or ayre, 

Th’extraiiagant and erring fpirit hyes 
* Tohisconfine.and ofthetiuthheercin . : ; ; . 

This prefentobiedfmade probation. . 

(JHar. It laded on the crowing of the Cock* 

Some fay that eucr gainft that fealoH comes, ' * 

; Whc. ein our Sauiours birth is celebrated 
: This bird of dawning fingeth all night long, 

: And then they fay no fpirit dare fturre abroade 
The nights are wholfomcjthcn no plannctsftukc. 

No fairy takes, nor witch hath powet to charme 

B 
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The Tragedy of Han^lct 

So hallowed andlb gracious is that time. ' 

Hor. So hauel heard and doe in part beleeuelCf 
But looke the morne in rulTet mantle clad 
Walkcs ore the dew of yori high Eaftward hill: 

Btcakc wee our watch vp and by toy aduife 

Let vs impart what wee hauc feen to night x 

Vnto yong H<tw/f#,forvponmy life 

This fpirit dumb to vs, will fpeake to him t 

Doe you confent wee iliall acquaint him with it 

As ncedfull in^Jur loues fitting our duery. 

Mar. Lets doo’tl pray, and I this morning know 
Where wee fliali find him moft conuenient. fww/, 

Thrijh. Enter flattdm. King ofDenmarke , Gertradthe 
Q^nty Cofinfailc : at Poltnitti, and his Sonne Laertes, 
Hamlet cam Aliit, 

Claud. Though yet tsiHamlet our deare brothers death 
Thememory bee greenc,and chat it vs befitted 
To b earc our hearts in greefc and our whole kingdotne^ 

To be contra^ed in one broweof woe. 

Yet fo farre hath diferetion fought with nature. 

That wee with wifeft forrow thiiike on hin^ , 

Together with remembrance of our ielues .* 

Therefore our fometime Sifter, now our Qiieene 
Th’imperiall ioyntrefleto this warlike ftate 
Haue wee as twere with a defeated ioy 
With an aufpitious, and a dropping eye. 

With roirtG in funerall, and with dirge in matiage, 

In equallfcalc waighing delight and dole 
Taken to wife : nor haue wee herein bard 
Your better wifdomes, which haue freely gone 
With this affaire along f for all our thankes) 

Now followes that you know yong Fortinhrajfe, 

Holding a wcake luppofall of our worth 
Or thinking by our late deare brothers death 
Our ftate to bee difioynt, and out of frame 
Colegucd with this dreameof hisaduantage 
Hcehath not faild to pefter vs with meffage 





Prince of D enmdrhe* 

Iinportingthe furrender of thofe lands 
Loft by his father, with all bands ©flaw 
To our moft valiant brother,(b much for him.* 

Now for our fclfe,and for this time of meeting, v 

Thus much thebufines is,we haue here writ 
^o NorrvayYmhoiyom^Fortenbrafe 
Who impotent and bedred fcarcely heares 
Of this his Nephe wes piirpofej to fupprefle 
His furthergate heercin,in that the leuies. 

The lifts,and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubie^jand we heere difpatch 
You good Co^neliusyVai, you Taltemand, 

For beaters of this greeting to old Norway^ 

Giuing to you no further perfbnall power 

To bufines with the King, more then the fcope 
Of thefe delated articles allow: 

Farwell,and let your haft commend your duty. 

Ctr. Vo. In that,andallthingswiUwe ftiowourduty,. 
King. Wedoubtitnothingjhartclyfarwell; 

And now Laertes whatsthenewes with you?’ 

You told vs of fome futc, what ift Laerteti 

You cannot ofecafon to the Dane 

And lofeyour voyce ; whatwould'ft thou begge Laertss'F 
That lhall not be my. ofiicr,not thy asking. 

The head it not morenatiuc to the heart 
The handmore infttumcntall to the mouth 

Then is the throne ofDenmarke to thv father, 

Wh at Would’ft thou haue Laertes? ^ 

L«r.My dread Lord. 

Your leaue and fauour to returne to France, 

From whcncethough willingly Icame toDenmarke, 
i o feow my duty in your CoronatioBj 

Yet now I muft confcflc,that duty done 

And bow them to.your gracious leaue and pardon; 

Sh. your fathers leaue.what faies PoUnmr 
BvZt'ur f ^ ^ from me my Aow leaue.. 

^ylabourfomepetition.andatlaft. ^ wytiwuc 

ypon his will-I fcaid my hard Confent, 
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The tugedy <?/HamIct 



1 dec befecch you giue himleauc togoc. 

Ktftg. Take thy faire houre Laeriet-xvm<i be thine. 

And rhy beft graces fpend it at thy \vii! : 

But now my ^bnhe. 

l^Ain. A iittle more then kin.andlcfie then kinde. 
r King. Howis itthattbeclowdesftillhangonyou. 

fJanf. Notfomuchmy Lor.d.lamtoomuchinthefonne, 
Qmcne. Good thy nighted colour off 

I And let thine eye looke like a fdendon©e»7«4r^e, 

Dec not for cuer with thy vailed lids, ‘ 

Seeke for thy noble Father in the duft. 

Thou know’fttiscomracn all that lines Miuft'dj^e, - - 

Palhng through nature to ctcrhitic.: ; 

HW. IMaddam,itiscornmon. u 

If it bee 

Why feenws it foperticulcr with thee. ' ; 

SeemefMaddam,nayitis,Ikn6wnotfccm«, 

' Tis not alone my incky.-clpake could Imothcr, 

i Nor cuilomary futes of fplcmne black, * 

Nor windic fufpiration of fodi breath, 

I No,northe friiitfull riuef^.inthfi eyc^ : 

Nor the deieifted hauipFpfthe vifage, ^ : ' 

Together vvith all formeSjrtiOOdcsjlhapes of griefe 
That c*n deuvite me truely,thefc indeed feeme. 

For they areaflions rhat a man might play, i 

But 1 baue that within which pafles fliowcfi : ’ '/ 

! Thefe but the trappings and the laites of w*c. ' •- *■ 

* Tis fwcete and commendable in your nature Hrf™*'! 

To giue thefe mourning duties to your Farchec^' • 
j But you muft know your father loft a father, 

i That father loftjlpft his, and the hiruiuer bound = 

I In filliall obligation for fpme tearnie . ■ 

I Todoeobfcquiou* forrowesjbuttopetfcucr , , 

ij Inobftinacc co6tdbkmcnt,isacoarrc 

j Of impious ftubbornefle, tisvnmanly gricle, 

I ItfliowcsawilliiKfft incorreftcoheilaeH,r 

I Ahart ynfbrtificd,or ntindc imparicnic, . " 

I An vodcrftandingfiinp'c and vnrciioold,v _ ^ 

I For what wc kao w inuft be, and is as commoa ‘ 



Aj any the moft vulgar thing to lence. 

Why uiould we in our peeiiilh qppofition 
Take it to hart,fie,tis a fault to heauen, 

A fault againft tiie dead, a fault to nature* 

To reafon moft abfurd,whofe common theame 
1 s death of fathers, and who ftill hath cryed 
From the firtt coutfe.till he that dyed to day 
This muft be fo : wc pray you throw to earth 
This vnpreuaiiing woe,and thinke ofvs 
As of a rathcr,fot let the world take note 
You are the moft imediate to our throne. 

And with no lelfe nobility of loue 

Then that which deareft father beares hisfonne. 

Doe 1 impart toward you for your intent. 

In going oack to Ichoolc to 
It is moft retrogard to our defire. 

And we bcfecch you bend you to remaine 
Hcere in the chcate and comfort of our eye, 
Ourchicfeftcourticr,cofin,and our fonne. 

Q^ef. l et not thy mother loofe herprayers Hamletl 
Ipray thee ftay w ith vs,goe not to 

Khali in all my beft obay you Madam. 

King, Why tis a louing and a faire reply. 

Be as our felfe in Dcnmarke,Madam come. 

This gentle and vnforc’d accord of \{Amlet 
Sits finding to my bearr,in grace whereotj 
No iocond health that Denmarke drinkes to day. 

But the great Cannon to the clowdes fliall tell, • 

And the Kings rowfc thcheaueivlhall brute aga’ne, * 

Refpeaking earthly thunder; come away. Florish. Exeunt «U 
Ham. O that this too too lallicd flefh would melt, hut Hamlet. 
Thaw and rcfoluc it felfe into a dew. 

Or that the euerlafting bad not fixt v 

His cannon gainft feale flaugbter,6 God,God, 

How wary ,flale, flat, and vnprofitable ^ 

Sceme to me all the vies of this world ? 

Fie on t,ah fie, tis an vn weeded garden, 

That growc* to leed,things ranck and grofe in nature, ; ^ . a 

PolUffc It mcerely that It Ihould come thus ^ r 







The cyHamlet 

Put twomonthsc}cad,naynotfomucl,,nptwo, , 

So cxccUcnr a King, that was to this ^ ^ 

Hyperion to a Satire, fo louing to my i . . ’ 

That he might not beteemc the winds ot heaiieii 

Vifit her face .too 

Muft I remember, why flae fhould hang on h 

As if increafe of appetite had growne 

Bv what it fed on, and yet within a month, ^ 

L?t me not thinke on’t ; frmhy thy name is woman. 

A little month. Or ercihofe Oiooes were old 
With which Ihe followed my poorc fatners body 

LikeyV/e^ealltcarcs, whyfhe CrMforT 

OGod I a beaft that wants difcourfe of rcafon 
Would haue mourn’d longer, married my Vncic,, 

My fathers brother, but im more like my father 

Then I to within a month. 

Ere yet the fait of moft vnrightcous tcarcs 
Had left the fluHiing in her gauled eyes 
She married Oh 1 moft wicked fpeed ; to polt 
With fuch dexterity to inceftious fliectcs. 

It is not.nor it cannot come to good. 

But breake ray heart for I muft hold my toiigue. 

Sr. rime my LoU ,0^ ye™ P«“' f'™“‘ 

, L: Sir my goodfriend, He change thac nrumc wuh you, 

• And what make you from . 

C^arcellus. ‘ 

My good Lord; . 

Ham, 1 am very glad to lee you, ( good eucn fir) 

But what in faith make you From Wmenhtrg - 
Hfli-d*. A truant difpofitioii good my Lord 
Warn. Iwouldnocbcareyourenemielaylo, 

Nor (hall you do my care that viole.ice 

To make it trufterof your owne report 
Againft your felfc, I knowjou are no truant, 

B»t what is you affaire in Elfonoure ? 

Wcclc teach you for w dtinkc ere you depart. . . . 



P.rtr imiJiMiiMiii 

UoraUy Lord,Icarac to fee your facers funerall. 

Ham. Iprethecdoc notmockemefeUowftdd » 

I thinke it was to my mothers wedding, 

l\ora. Indeed my Lord it ^®^^°wed hard vpon. 

Ham. Thrift, thrift,Hor.?rw,the funerall bak t mC«e» 

Did coldly furnifh forth the marriage tables. 

Would I had met my deareft foe in Heauen 
Or cucr I had feene that day Horatio. 

My father me thinkes I fee my father. 

Wnercroy Lord? 

Ham. InmymindcseyeHor.i!r/<». 

Hora. Ifawhimoncc,aw'asagoodly ^g, 

Ham. A was a man take him for all in au 

I lhall not looke vpon his like againe, 

Hora. My Lord I thinke I faw him yeftermght. 

Ham. Saw, who? 

Hor^.My Lord ihcKing your father. 

Ham. The King my Father? 

Hora. Seafonyour admiration for awhile 
With an attent iuceare till 1 may dcliucr 
Vpon the witnefle of thefc gentlemen 
This maruaile to you . 

Ham. For Gods lone let me heare? 

Hora. Two nights together had thefegentlcmCB 
and on their watch, 

III the dead waft and middle oftbc night 
Beene thus incountred, a figure like your father 
Armed at poy nt,exa(5Hy ' 

Appearcs before them,and with folemne march. 

Goes flowv and ftat ely by them ; thrice he walkt 
By their opprefl and featcfurptilcd eyes, : 

Within this tronchions length, wbil ft they diftird 
Almoft to gelly,with the a6l offcarc 
Siand dumbe and fpeake not to himjthis to me. 

In drcadfull fecrecy impart they did. 

And I with them the third night kept the watch. 

Whereas they had deliucted both in time. 

Forme of the thing, each word made true and goodj 
Th c Apparifion comes ; I knew your father, 

C s Thffe 
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’j fjC i. f VJ 

Thefe hands are not morcilikc. 

B jt where was this ? 

Mar. My Lord vpon the platforcnc where wCc watcht, 

J^am Did you not fpeakc. to it ? 

Nora. My Lord I did, 

But anfwcr made it none, yet once mcc thought 
It lifted ?p it head and did addreffe 
It fclfe to motion,hke as it would fpeakc : 

Put eucn then then the morning Cock crew loude,. 

And at the found it ihruncke in haft away 
And vanilht from our fight. 

Ham. Tisvery ftrange. , , . 

As I doe Hue my honored Lord tis true 
And wee did thinke it writ downe in our ducty 
To let you kno w of it. 

Ham. Indeedc firs but this troubles me, ■ ^ 

Hold you the watch to night ? 
uill.. Wee doe my Lord. 

Arm’d fay you? 
jill. Arm’d my Lord* 

Ham. From top to toe? 

^U. My Lord from head to foott. 

Ham 1 hen faw you not his face? 

Hora. O yes my Lord, hec wore his beauervp. 

Ham. What look’t hee frowningly ? 

Hora. A countenance more in lorrow then in anger. 

Ham. Pale or red ? 

Hora. Nay very pale. 

Ham, And fixt his eyes vpon you? 

Hora. Moftconftanily, 

Ham. I would I had bcenc there. 

Hora. It would haue much amaz’d you. 

H 4 w. Very like, ftaid it long? , 

Hora^ While one with moderate haft might tell a hundreth,. 
SorA Longer, longer. ^ 

Hora. Not when I faw’ t.^ 

Ham. His beard was grifs’ld, 

Hora. It was as 1 haue feene it in hit 
Afablcfilucr’d, 









^Fnniiet uetm^kt. 



Ham. 1 will watch to night 
Perchance twill walkeagaine, 

I warn’t it will 

Ham. If it alfume my noble fathers perfon, 

Ik fpc jke to it though hell it felfe Ihould gape 
And bid mce hold my peace j I pray you all 
If you haue hetherto conceald this fight 
Let it be tenable in your filcnce ftill. 

And what what foeuer els ihall hap to night, 

Gine it an vnderftanding but no tongue, 

I will requite your loues, fo fare you well : 

Vpon theplatfbrme twixt a Icauen and twelue 
Ilevliityou. 

Oarduety toyour homor. Extnnt, 

Ham. Your loues as mine to you, farewell. 

My fathers fpirit (in arraes) all is not well, 

I doubt fomc foule play , would the night were come, 
Till then fit ftill my foule, foule deedes will rife 
Though all the earth orc-whelme them to mens eyes, 
g Enter Laertes and Ophelia his Sifter^ 
Laer. My neceflaries are inbarckt, farewell. 

And fitter ^s the winds giuc benefit 
And conuay, in affiftan t do not fleepe 
But let me heare from you, 

Ophe, Doe you doubt that? 

Laer. For Hamlet and the trifling of his fauour, 
Hold itafafhion, anda toy in blood, 

A Violet in the youth ofprimy nature. 

Forward, not permanent, f.vcet, not lafting, 
Theperfumc and fuppliance of a minute 
No more. 

Ophe, Mo more but fo. 

Laer Thinkeitnomore. 

For nature creflant does not grow alone. 

In thewes and bulkcs, but as this temple waxes 
The inwardferuice of the mind foule 
Groy^ej j j wichall, perhaps hee loues you now, 
Ane no w no loyle nor cau!cll doth befinerch 
The vetcue of his will, but youlmuft f care, 
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The ^/Hamlet 

V5is greatncs wa\ci,Wis will is not his ownc. 

He may not as vnualcwed perfons doc. 

Crane for h mfclfc.for on his chojfe depends 
The fafcty and health of this whole Hate, 

And therefore muft his choife be dremfenb d, 

Vnto the voyce and yecldingof that body, 

Vl'hcreof he tsthe head, then if he faiesheloues you, 

It fits your wifdome fo farre to bclcciie it 

Asheinhisparticuleraaandplace 

May pine his faying dccde,which is no further, 

ThL the mauie voyce of Denmarke goes withall. 

Then way what lofle your honor may fuHaine, 

If with too credent eareyou liHhisfongs 
Or loofe your heart, or your chafl treafure open. 

To his vmmHrcd importunity, 
pearc it Ophelia, feare it my deare finery 
And kcepc you in the rcarc of your afteaion 
Out of the fhot and danger of defirc, 

„Thc chariefl maidc is prodigall enough 

If (he vnmaske her beauty to the Moone , 

5 jVcrtuc it felfe fcapes not calumnious ftrokes 

”,Thc canker gaules the infant of the fpnng ^ , 

Too oft before their buttons be difclol d. 

And in the morne and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blaftments aremofliminent, 

Be wary then, beft fafety lies in feare. 

Youth to it felfe rebels though nonc^lfe nearc. 

Ophe, 1 fhall the effeft of this, good IcfTon kcepe. 

As watchmen to my heart, but good my brother 
Doe not as fome vngracious paRors doc. 

Show me the ftcepe and thorny way to heauen 

While'! a puft, and reckles libertine, 

Hiinfclfc the piimrcfc path of dalience treads. 

And reakesnothis ownereed. Enter Polonies* 

Ofcarcmcnor, 

I flay too long.but hecre my father comes i - 

A double b!cilfing,is a douljle grace, ' - ' 

Occafion fmiles vpon a fecond leaue. 






The wind fits in the (boulder of }^ur fade. 

And you are ftaied for, there my blelfing with thee. 

And thefe few precepts in tliy memory. 

. looke thou charaaer, giue thy thoughts no tongue. 

Nor any vnproportion’d thought his adt. 

Be thou fainilier, but by no meanes vulgar, 

Thofc fiiends thou hafl and their adoption med. 

Grapple them vnto thy Ibule with hoopcs or Itccic, 

But do not dull thy palme with entertainement 
Of each new hatcht ynfledgd courage ; beware 
OCentranccto aquarrell, butbeeing in. 

Bear’ t that th’oppofer may beware of thee. 

Giue cuety man ihy earc,but few thy voyce. 

Take each mans cenfute, but referuethy iudgement, 

Coflly thy habite as thy purfe can buy. 

But not exprefl in fancy ; rich not gaudy. 

For the apparrcll oft proclaimcs the man : 

And they in Francc'of the befl ranck and fiation. 

Or of a rnoft feleft and genercus, cheefc in that : 

Neither a borrower noralender boy. 

For louc oft loofes botb it felfe, and friend, 

And borrowing dulleth the edge of husbandry I 
This abcue all, to thine owne felfe be true 
And it muft follow as the night the day 
Thou canft not then bee fall'e to any man •* 

Farewell, my blefling feafon this in thee, 

Laer. Moft humbly do I take my leaue my Lord. 

Pol, The time inuefts you, goe,your feruants tend, 

Laer. Farewell Ophelia, znd remember well 
What I haue laid to you. 

Ophef Tis in my memory lockt 
And you your felfe (ball keepe the key of it. 

Laer. Farewell Exit, Laertes, 

Pol. VhatiftOpWrirheehathfaidtoyou? 

Ophe. So pleafe you,fomething touching the Loti Hamlet, 
Pol. Marry well bethought 
Tis told me hee hath very oft of late 
Giuen priuate time to you, and you your felfe 
Haue of your audience beenc moft free and boundous, 



If 



The TYageay of wamie 
If ic be fo, as fo tis put on me. 

And that in way ofcautton,Imurt tell you, 1 

You doc not vndcrftand your fcife fo clcerely 
As it behooucs my daughter and your honor. 

What is betweene you giue me vp the truth. 

O^he. He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Of his affection to me. 

Pol. Affeaibn,puh,you fpeake like a greene gir'e, 
Vnfifted in fuch perrilous circumftancc. 

Doe you belicue his tenders, as you call them ? 

Ophe. I doe not know my Lord what I fliould thinke. 

T*of. Marry I will teach you,thinke your fcife a babie. 
That you haue tane thefe tenders for true pay. 

Which are not ftcrling:tcndcr yout fcife move dcarely 
Or(notto crack the windcofthepoorephrafe) 

Wrong it thus, youletendcrmc afoole. 

Ophe. My Lord he hath importun’d me with louc i 
In honorable fafliion. 

Tol. Ijfafhion you may call it, go to, go to. 

Ophe. And hath giuen countenance to hi$ ^ccch 
My Lord, with almoft all the holy vowes ofheauen. 

Ttf/, Ijfprings to catch wood-cocks, I doe know 
When the blood burncs.how prodigal! the foule 
Lends the tongue vowcs.thefe blazes daughter 
Giuing more light then hcatc, extinct in both 
Euen in their promife,as it is a making 
You muft not tak’t for fire: from this time 
Be fome-thing fcanter of your maiden prefcnee 
Set your intreatments at a higher rate 
Th cn a command to parle ; for Lord Hamletf 
Belieue fo much in him,that heis young, 

And with a larger teder may he walke 
Then may be giuen you : in few Ophelia, 

Doe not belicue his vowcs,for they arc brokers 
Notof that die which their inueftmcfits (how 
But mccre implorators of vnhoily fuites, 

Breathing like fan^fified and pious bonds 
The betterro beguile ; this is for all, 

I^would not in plainc termes from this time foorth 
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Pnmeofuefimarhe* 

Haueyou fo flaundcrany rnoments leafurc 
As to giue words ortalke witn the Lord YLatnlety 
look e took I charge you, come yout wayes. 

Ifhallobey myLord, Exetttit* 



Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus. 

Ham. The ayre bites fliroudly, it is very colde. 

Hera. It is nipping , and an eager ayre. 

Ham. What hour now? 

Ithinkeitlackesoftwelue, 

No, itis ftrookc 

1 hr. indeede ; I heard it not, it then drawes necrc the feafon. 
Wherein the fpirit held bis wont to walke Elc,’$jhoftrum^ 
What docs this meane my Lord I pets and %. peecesgoes 

Ham. The King doth walke to night and takes his lowic. 
Keepes waflcli and the fwaggring vp- fpnng rcelcs t . 

And 3$ he diaines his drafts of Reunilli downe. 

The kettle drumme and trumpet, thus bray out 
The triumph ofbis pledge. ’ 

Hora. Isicacuflomet’ 

Hiim. I marry ift. 

But to my mind, though I am nariue heerc 
And to the manner borne, it is a cuftome ^ 

More honcurd in the breach, then the obfcruance. - ; • " 
This heauy-headed rcuellc Eaft and Weft 
Makes vs tradu’ed and taxed of other Nations, 

They clip vs drunkards and with fwioifhphrafe 
Soyleouraddition, and indeed it takes 
From our atchieuements, though perform’d at heiohe 
Thepith and marow of our attribute, ® ■ 

So oft it chances in particuicr men, * 

That for fome vitious mole of nature in them 
Asin their birth wherein they arc not guilty, 

{Sine nature cannot choofc his origen)'- • 

By their orc-grow th offomc complexion . . 

Oft breaking downe thcPalcs and Forts ofreafoo, , ' ' ■ ' 

byfome habiterhat toomuchoi'c-lcaueDS 

The forme ofplaufiuc manners, that thefe men • ■ - - H 

Ostrying llay the flamp of one defeA - ' 





t. 






The Tragedy <>/ Hamlet 

Being Natures liuery, or Fortunes ftarre. 

His Vertues els be they as pure as grace. 

As infinit as man may vndergpe, 

ShaUin the genera!! cenfurc takecorruption 
From that particular fault ; the dram of cafe 
both all the noble fubflance of a doubt 
To his ownc fcandall, 

Sfiter Ghofl, 

Hara. Looke my Lord it comes.. 

Ham. Angels and Minift'ers of grace defend vs ! 

Be thou a fpirit of health, or goblin damn’d. 

Bring with thee ayres from hcauen, or blafts from hell. 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 

Thou com’ftin fuch a queftionable lliapc. 

That I wilHpcakctothee, Ue call thee ffam/ef, 

King, father, royall Dane, b anfwere mce. 

Let mee not burft htignorance, but tell 
Why thy Canoniz’d bones hearfed in death 
Haue burft their cerements ? why the Sepulcher, 
Wherein wee faw thee quietly inter fd 
Hath op’t his ponderous and marble iawes. 

To caft thee vp againe ? what may this meane 
That thou dead corfe^ againe in compleat fteelc 
Reuifites thus the glimCrs ofthe Moonc, 

Making night hideous, andwecfboles of nature 
So horridly to lhakc out difpofition 
With thoughtes beyondthe reaches of our foufes. 
Say why is this, wherefore, What lliould wee doc ? 

Hora-. It beckons you to goc away, with it 
As if it fome impartment Sid defire. 

To you alone. 

(JWrf/*. Looke with what cuneous a<ftion 
It waucs you to a more remooued ground. 

But doe not goe with it. 

Hora. Nojby nomcanes,. 

Ham, It will not fpeake, then I will follow it* 
JIara' Doe not my Lord. 

Ham. WnyPwhat fhouldbcethcfcare, 

I doe notfet my life at a^pinnes fee,. 







Prme ofVetmArhe, 

And for my foule,vyhat can jt doe to that 
Being a thing immortall as it fcife; 

It waucs me ford) againe,Ile follow it, 

H0r.f . What if it tempt you towards the flood my Lord, 

Or to the dreadful! fomnet of the clccfr: 

That bettels ore his bafe into the foa. 

And there a{Tum,e fome other horrible forme 
Which night depriue your foueraignty of reafon, 

And draw you into madneOc.tbinke of it. 

The very place puts toyes of delpcratioa 
Without more motiue,into eucry braioe 
That lookes fo many fadoras to chelea 
And heates it rore beneath. 

Ham. Itwaues meftill, 

Goe on, lie follow thee. 

JHar. You {hall not goe my Lord, .j*; 

Ham^ Hold of your hands. 

Hora. Befurd,youlhallnotgoe. 

Ham. My fate cries out 
And makes each petty artyre in this body 
As hardy as the Ncmean Lyons nerue; 

Still ami caldjvnhand me Gentlemen 
By heauen He make a Ghoft of him that lets me, 

I fay awa^goc oncjle follow thee. EArtf ghofiafuiHmiet, 

Hot a He waxes dclperate with imagination. 

^Lcts fpllow,ris not fit thus to obey him, 

Hera. Haue after,to what i{fue will this comc> 

M-0-. Something is rotten in the &ate ofDcnmark* 

H»r4, Hcauen will dirc(ft it. 

M<*r. Nay lets follow him. f^vf r /f rt 

Ham. I will. 

Myhoureisalmoftcome 
^*W|_^ffepoorc Choft, 
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The Tragedy Hamlet 
Chofl. Pitty me not, but lend thy ferious hearing 

towhatlfballvnfold. 

Spcakcl ambound tohere, ^ « l 

Ghofi. So art thou toreiieiige^whcnthou ihalthcarc. 
What? •' 

I am thy fathers fpirit, ^ ; 

Doomd for a certaine teartne to walkethc night, 

And for the day confind to faft in fires, 

Till the foule crimes done in my dates of nature 
Arc burnt and purg’d away : but that I am forbid 
To tell the feercts of ray ptifon»houfe, 

I could atale vnfolde whofe lighteft woffd 

Would harrow vp thy foulc,frcezc thy youngblood, 

Make thy two eyes like ftars ftart from their fphcrcs, 

Thv knotted and combined locks to part, 

And each particular hairc td*ftahd an end, 

Lke q Jils vpon the fearefull Porpentine; 

But this cternall blazon muft not be 
To earcs of fleili and blood lift,lift,0 lift. 

It* thou did’ft cuer thy dearc father loue. 

Ham. OGod. 

Ghofi. RcuengchisfouIe,andraoft Ttinaturallmurlhcr. 
Ham. Murther. 

Murther moftfoule,as in the beft it is, 

But tbis'moft foate.ftrange and vnnaturall. 

Ham. Haft ttie tbkaqw’tjthatl withvv'ingsasfwift. 

As meditation jOr thethbughts of Loue 
May fweepe to my reaenge, 

GV'? I find thee apt. 

And duller fhouldeft thou be then the fat weede 
That rootes it fclfe in cafe on Lethe w harffc. 

Would ft thou not ftui rc-in this j now Hamlet hcare, ^ . 

Tis giuca outjthat fleeping in my Orchard, 

A Serpent ftung me, io the whole care of Denraarkc j 

Is by a forgedprocefTcof ray death * , . 

Rauckclyabufedtbut kno w thou noble Youth, ! , - 

The Serpent that did ftiog thy fathers life , 

Now weareshisCrowne, i? 

Ham. Q nay prophetike foulc I ray Vnclet 
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Prime of Deff marher 

Ghofi. I that incef uous,that adulterate bcaft. 

With witthraftofhis wits,with trayterous gifts, 

O wicked wiCjand giftes that haue the power 
So tofcducc j wonne tohisfbamfullloft 
The will of my moft feeming vertuous Quccncj 

0 Hamlet, '’Pihzx falling off was there 
Flora me whofc loue was of that dignity 
That it went hand in hand,euen with the row 

1 made to her in marriage, and to decline 
Vpon a wretch whole natutall gifts werepoore. 

To thofc of mine ; but venue as it neuer will be raooued. 
Though lewdneffecourtit in a ftiapc of heauen 
So but though to a radiant Angle linckt. 

Will fort it fclfe in a ccleftiall bed 
And pray on garbage. 

But foft,me thinkes I feent the morning ayre, 

Briefe let me be ; fleeping within my Orchard, 

My cuftonic alwayes of the afternoone, 

Vpon myfecure houre,thy Vnclcfto^c 
With iuyee ofeurfed Hebona in a viall. 

And in the porches of my cares didpoure; 

Theleapreus diftilmem,whofc effeift 
Holds fuch an enmity with blood of man, 

Tbatfwiftas quickfilueritcourfesthrough 
The natural! gates and allies of the body. 

And with a fodaine vigour it doth poircfTe 

And curdc like eager droppings into milke 
The thin and wholfome blood; fo did it mine 

And a moft inftant tetter barkt about * 

Moft Lazerlike with vile and lothfcmc cruft 
All my lir.ooth body. 

Thus was I fleeping by a brothers hand, 

Ut lit^ot Lrowne.of Queene at once difpatcht. 

Cut cocn in the bloflbines of my finac, 

Vniiuzled,difappointed,vn-anucld, 

With alhny impcrfeaions on my head, 

borrible,moft horrW 

Ifthou haft nature in thee bcare it not. 



The Tragedy c/Hatnlet 

Let not the toyallbed of Denmarkc be ' 

A couch for luxury and damned inceft. 

But howfomcuer thou purfues thisa(9:. 

Taint not thy minde.nor let thy foule contriue 
Againft thy mother ought,Icauc betto heauen. 

And to thofc thornes that in her bofomc lodge 
To pricke and fting het/fare thee well at once. 

The Gloworme fhewes the marine to be ncere 
And gins to pale his vneffe(^fuall fire, 

Adiew,adiew,adicw,rcmemberme. 

Ham. C all you hqft of hcauen'.C) earth! what elfc, 
Andlhalll coupplchclhO fie!hold,my heart. 

And you my finnowesjgrow not infant old. 

But bearc me fwiftly vp, ‘remember thee, 

1 thou poore Ghott whiles memory holds a featc 
In thisdiftra(fted globe, remember thee, 

Yea,from the table of my memory 
lie wipe away all triuiall fond records. 

All fawe of bookes,all fbrmcs,all preflures paft 
That youth and obferuation coppied there. 

And thy commandement all alone fhall Hue, 
Within the bookc and volume of my braine 
Vnmbct with bafer matter, yes by heauen. 

O moft prenicious woman. 

0 villaine,villaine, fmiling damned viilaine, 

My tablcs,meet it is I fet itdownc 

That one may fmile,and fmile,and be a viilaine. 

At leaf! I am fure it may be fo in Denmarkc. 

So Vncle.there you are,now to my word. 

It is adew,adew,tcmerabet me. 

1 hauefworn’t. 

f Eater Heratio^and L^arcelluit 

Hora. My Lord, my Lord. 
j^Mar, Lord Hamlet* 

Imra. Heauens fecurehim. 

If am* So be it. 

Afar, Illo,ho,ho,my Lord, 
ham, Hill0,ho,Ko,boy come, and come. 



Afar. How fft my noble Lord ? 
hera. O.woBderfull! 
liar. Good my Lord telUt. 
ham. No,you will reuealc it. 
hora. Not I my Lord by heauen.' 

Afar. Nor I my Lord. 

H<*w. How fay you then, would hart of man once tbinke it, 
Butyou’Iebefecrct. 

Beth, I by heauen. 

Ham. There’s neuer a viilaine, 

Dwelling in all Denmarkc 
But bee’s an arrant knaue. 

hora. There needs no Ghofi my Lord,come from the crauo 
To tell vs this. 

Ham. Why right.you are in the right. 

And fo without more circumftance at all 
I hold it fit that we fhakc hands and part,* 

Tou,as your bufineffe and defire fhall point you. 

For cuery man hath bufinefle and defire 
Such as it is,and for my owne poore part 
I will goc pray. 

^ra, Thefe are but wilde and whurling words my Lor « 
Yeffahh harril^^*"^ oflFcnd you heartily. 

There’s no offence my Lord 

And Zl' ^ there is horatie. 

And much offence to,touching this vifionheere . . 
JtisanhoneftGhoftjthatlctmetellyou, * 

For your defirc to know what is bemeene vs, 

Ore-maifter t as you may, and now good friends. 

As you are friends,fcho]lcr.v,3nd fouidiers, * ' 

ijJlje me onepoore requeff. 

What i'ftmy Lord,we will. 

"Both. 

Nay buc fwcar’u 

H.r^.InfiUthmyLordnotr. 

W Nor I my Lord in faith,. 



Vpponmyfword. ^ , , . 

Mar. Wee hauefwornemy Lord already. 

Ham. Indeed vppon my fword, indeed. 

Ghofi crjes vnier the Stage. 

^am. Hi, ha, boy, fay'ft thou fo, art then there true p^ny ? 
Come on, you heare this fellow in the Sellerige, 
Confenttofwearc. 

Hera, propofe the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Neucr to fpeake ofthis that you haue feene. 

Swear e by my fwoid. 

Ghofi. Sweare, . « -r j 

Ham hioy & vblq v#, then weele Ihift our ground : 

Come hether Gentlemen 

And lay your hands againe ypon my fword, 

i'weare by my fword 

Ncuerto fpcakcofthis that you naue heard. 

(jAfl/?. Sweare by his fword. . /■ rn 

Ham. Well faid old Mole, canft worke it h earth f o fait, 
A worthy Pioner once more remoouc good frien^. 

Hora. O day and night, but thists wondrous ftrange. 
Ham. And therefore as a fttangergiue it_ tricorne. 

There are more thinges in heauen and earth Homtio 
Then are dream’ c of in your Philofophy ; but come 
Hecre as before, neuet fo heipe you mercy, 
f How ftrange or odde fo mere I beare my feuc, 

A.S I perchance heereaftet flaall thinkc mcei^ 

To put an Antike difpofition on 

That you atfuch timesfeeing mee.neuer mall 

With armes incombred thus, or this head fh^e. 

Or bs pronouncing of fome doubtfull pbrafe, 

wdl. well wee know, or wee could andifw'fe would. 
Or ifwee lift to fpeake, or there be and il they might. 

Or fuch ambiguous giuing out, to note) 

That y lu kno we ought of mee, this d<>lweate. 

So grace and mercy at your moft neede helpc you. 

Ghofi. '•'wearc. ^ i .. 

Ham. Reft, reft perturbed fpir.t : fo Gentlemen, 

__|yujjLJ.,_ll_ J.i • 
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And what lb poo re a man as Ham/et is. 

May doe t’exprclfe his loue and frcndiiig to you 
God willing fhall not lacke/let vs goe in together, 

And ftiil your fingers on your lips Ipray, 

The time is out ot ioynt.O cur fed fp ight! 

That eucrlwasborneto let it right. 

Nay come, lets goe together, Exemt, 

Enter eld 7olonm,with his man or trvo. 

•Fol. Giue him this mony.and ihefc two notes Repalde, 
Rey. I will my Lord. 

To/. You (ball doc raaruclous wifely good 
Before you vifite him, to make inquire, 

Ofhis behauiour. 

Rey. My Lcrdjl did intend it. 

Tol. Mary well faid, very well faid ,looke you fir. 
Enquire me li ft what Danskers arc in Paris. 

And how,a .d whojwhat meancs.and where they keepe. 
What company.atwh.’t cxpcncc.andhndir.g, 

By this encompafment and drift of quefticn 
Thar they doe know my fonne,co.uc you more necre;r 
Then your perticuler demaunds w ill tuch it. 

Take you as t were fome diftaoc knowledge of Iiini, 

As thus,! know his faihcr,and his friend?. 

And in part him, doe you marke this Reynaldol 
Rey, I, very well my Lord. 

Pol, And in part him,but you may fay, not well. 

But y’ft be he I meanc,hec’ s very wilde, 

Addifted fo and fo,and there put on him 
What forgeriesyou pleafc, marry none fo ranck 
As uiay dilhonour him, take heed of that. 

But fir.fuch wanton, wild,and vltiall flips, 

As are companions noted and moft know nc 
To youth and Iioertie. 

Rey. As gam'ngmy Lovd. 

^ol. j,or drinking, fcnc-ng.fwcaring, 

Qiiai rcliing,drabbiiig,you may goe fo farre. 

Rey. My Lord.that would dilhonour him, 

Pol. Fay th as you may feafon it in the charge. 



Yo 
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The Trageii/eeflimAct 

You muR not put another fcandall on him. 

That he is open to incontinency, 

That’s not my meaning, but brc«th hts f^lts fo qiiently 
That they may feeme the taints of liberty. 

The flalli and out.bi cake of a fiery mind, 

A fauagencs in vm eclamed blood, 

Ofgcnerall aflaulf. 

kej. But my good Lord.^ 

rol. Wherefor lliould you doe this? 

Jiej, I my Lord, I would know that. 

Po/. Marry fir,heer*s my drift. 

And I beleeue it is a fetch ofwit. 

You laying thdcflightfullics on my Ibnne 
As fwerc a thing alittle foyld with working, 

Matke you, your party in conucrfe,him you would found 
Hauing cuerfeene in theprenominat crimes 
The youth you breath of guilty, be allur’d 
He clo'es with you in this cofcqucnce. 

Good fir,(or fo,^or friend or Gentleman, 

According to the phrafc,or the addition 
Of man and country. 

R^, Very good my Lord, 

P#/. And then fir doos a this, a doos.'whatwasi about to fay? 
By the malTe I was about to fay fomething. 

Where did Ileauc? 

Atclofesintheconlequence. 

Vol. At clofcs in the confcquenccjl marry. 

He clofes thus, I know the Gentleman. 

1 faw him yefterday,or th’other day. 

Or thcn,or then, with fuch or fuch.and as you fay, 

There was a gaming there, or tooke in’s rowfc. 

There falling out at TeaniS:X)r perchance 
3 faw him enter fuch or fuch ahoufe of fale, 
Vidclizetjabrothelljor fo foorth,fce you now, 

Your battoffalfliooditake this carpeof truth. 

And thus doe wc of wifdome.and of reach. 

With windlefTcsrand with aflaies of bias, . 

By indireifts find direiftions out. 

So by tny formei; le^uce.and aduife 
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A f //SMrC VJ 

Shall you my fonnejyouhauc mc,haucyounot? 

Lord^I h^uc# 

fol. God buy yce,faryce well. 

S.€j. Good my Lord. 

]pol, Obferue his inclination in your fclfc, 

Key. llhallmy Lord, 

ToU Andlet himplyhisnaufique. 

Rej. Well my Lord. ExitR^t 

Euter Ophelia, 

Volo. Farwell, How now Qp whats the matter? 
Ophe. O my Lord.my Lord ,I hauc bccnc fo alFrighted, 
Volo. With what i’th name of God? 

Ophe. My Lord,as 1 was fowing in my clouet. 

Lord VUmlet with his doublet all viibrac’d. 

No hat vpon his head .his ftockins fouled, 

Vngartred.arid downc gyred to his ankle. 

Pa e as his is kncvs ^ nocking each othcr^ 

And with a lof^kc fo pittious in purport 

As if he had becneloofcd cut o) hell 

Tofpeake of horrorsjhc comes before me* 

Volo. Madforthylouc? 

Oi?^<r^My Lord I do not know^ 

But truly I doe fcarc it. 

Volo^ What faid he? 

He tooke me by the wrift,and held me hard, 
Then goes he to the length of all his arme. 

And with his other hand thus ore his brow. 

He falls to fuch perufall of my face 
As a would draw it;long ftayd he fo, 

Ac laft^a little fhaking of mine armc, 

And thrice his head thus wauing vp and downc, 

He r ai fed a figh fo pit cious and profound^ 

As it did feeme to fhattcr all his bulke. 

And end his being ; that done,he lets me go. 

And with his head oucr his (houlders turn'd 
He feem’d to find his way without his cycf, 

For out a doorcs he went without their helps, 

And to the laft bended their light on me. 

£ % 



The Tragei!(ieof \i'xm\tt. 

ToK Comcjgoc with mej will goe feekc the King, 

This is the very extacy ofloue, 

Whofe violent property forgoes it felfe. 

And leads the will to defperat vnu'ertakings 
As oft as any paffions vnder heauen 
That doors affl 61: our natures : I am forty, 

What,hai;e you giuen him any hard words oflate? 

Ofhe, No my good Lord, but as you did commaund 
I did rcpcU his leticrs.-and denied 
Hisacceffeto me, 

Pol. That hath made him mad. 

I am forty, that with better heede and iudgement 
3 had not coted him, I fear’d he did but trifle 
And meant to wraeke thee, but beflrrow my Icloufie; 

By heauen it is as proper to our age 
To cart beyond our felues in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger Ibrt 
To lack difcietion ; comc,goe we to the King, 

Thismuft bcknowne,wbich becingkept clofc,mightmouC 
More griefe to hide,thcn hate to vitcr loue, 

Come. Exeunt^ 



Flarifh, Enter K ng and Qaeene,Rofencrafts and 
Guyldenfterne. 

King. Welcome deereR<iye»fr4»/ and Guyldenfierne^ 
Morcouer,that we much did long to fee you. 

The need we haue to vfe you did prouoke 
Ourhafly fending,{bmcthing haue you heard 
Of H^.vr/ef/transformation.fp call it, 

Sith nor th’cxtcrior,nor the inward man 
Rtfcmbles that it was, what it fliould be, 

More then his fathers death, chat thus hath put him. 

So much from theVnderflanding of himfellc 
I cannnot dreame of; 1 entreat you both, 

1 hatbeeing of fo young daics brought vp with him. 
And fith fb neighbored to his youth and hau r. 

That you voutfafe your reft hccre in our Court 
Some little time, fo by your companies 

T o draw him on to pleafurcs,and to gather 
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" TrJhl^oj UtuMar'ne, 

So much as from occafion you may 

Whether ought to vs vnkowne afflidts him , 

Th.atopend lies within our remedy. „ r .. 

QS^ Good gcmion,cn.bo bKb much talltof you. 

And 1 rc I am^two men there are not lining, 

To vvliomc he mor? adheres, if ic will plealc you 
To gentry and good W 1 I 4 

Asco ex tn<l yonrdme with vs a while, 
porthe .upply and profit of our hope. 

Your v’fitanoB flia'l recciuc fiich thankes 

As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Rof Both your Makfties * 

Might by the foueraigne power you haue of vs. 

Put your dread pleafures more into commauno 
Then to intreaty. 

Guyl. But wc both obey, 

And here g’uc vp our felues in the full bent, 

Tolay ourferuicefree’y acyourfeete ^ 

Ktnga. Thankes and gentle CHj[Li.epJferre^ 

Thankes Gff^/de;s/}er^e ^zud gentle isofc^ncr^s. 
Andibefecchyou inttantiyto vuite 

My too rnuch changed ibnnergce fome o "y ou 

And bring theft gentlemen vyhece is. 

Gfijl. Hcauens make our ptcfencc and cur pi a<5Vices 
Pleafar.tand helpfullto him. . 

Q^ee, I Amen, ExetiKtRof^andCnyldn 

Enter Polonitis. 

PqI, Th'cmbalTadors lipm Norway my good Lptd, 
Are ioyfully returnd. 

Thou ft 11 haft bcene the father of good newes. 
Pol, Flaue 1 mv Lord ? I afllire mygood Liege 
I hold my duty as rbold my fou!e» 

B Jth to my God, and to my gracious King; 

And I doe thinkcjor elfe this brainc of miac 
Hunts not the trayle ofpolicie fo fure 
As it hath vfd to doc, that I haue found 
The very caufe of lunacy, 

O fpeake of that, that do 1 long to heare, 

B 3 



The tragedy ^Hamlet 

Volo^ Giuc firft admittance to th'cmbaffadbrs. 

My newes fhall be the frute to that great fcaft, 

Kmg. Thy fell c doe grace to them, and bring them in* 
ill He tells me my decree : (^ertmd he hath found 

The head and fource of all your fonnes diftemper. 

doubt it is no other but the niaine. 

Hi s fathers death,and our hafty mariinge^ 

Enter Emhajfad&rs, ' 

King^ Welhw'e ftall fift him, vveicbme my good friends, 
Say Voltemand^vih^i from our brother 

Folte. Molt faire rcturne of greetings and defires; 
Vpon our firftjhc fent out to fupprefle 
His Nephews leuies, which to him appeard 
To be a preparation gaintt the 
But better lookt 5nto,hc truly found 
It was againft your highnefle,whcrcat g»ceu*d 
That folds fickncfTc^age, and impotence ' 

Wasfalftly bofnein hand/endsoucarrefts ^ . 

On Fortenhrajfe ywh\c\i he in breefe obeyes, 

Rcceiucs rebuke from KTorwayy^ind in fine. 

Makes row before his Vncle^neuer more 
To giue th’affay of Armes againft your Maicfty: 

Whereon old Norway oucrcome with ioy, 

Giues him thrcefcore ihoiifand cro wnes in anuall fee, 

And bis commiflion to imploy thofe fouldicrs. 

So leuicd(as bcfore)againtt the Vollacke^ 

With an entreaty herein further fiione. 

That it might pleafe you to giue quiet pafte 
Through your dominions for this enterprife 
On fuch regards dffafety and allow^ance 
As therein are fet downc, 

King. It likes vs well. 

And at our more confidered time,wce*le read, 
Anfvver,and thinkc vpon this bufincs: 

Mcane timcjwc thanke you foryour well tooke labour^ 
Goe to your refloat night weele feaft together, 

Moft welcome home, Exennt Embajfaders^ 

P^4 This bufincs is well ended, 
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Fri/ue ofvenmarke. 

My Liege and Maddann, to cxpoftulatc 

Wbat maicfty fliould be, vvhatducty is, ^ 

Why day is day, night night,and lime is tune* 

Were nothing but f o waft night, day, and time, 

Therefore breuity is the foule of wit, 

And tedioufnes the limmes and outward Honfties; 

1 will be breefe your noble fonne it mad : 

Mad call I it, for to define true madnes. 

What ift but to be nothing clfe but mad? 

But let that goe. 

Onee. More matter-with leuc art. 

Ttf/. Maddam, I fwcare I vie no art at all. 

That hcc’s mad tis true, tis true, tis pitty. 

And pitty tis, tis true, a foolifti figure. 

But tarewell it, for I will vfe no art. 

Mad let vs grant him then, and now rcmaines 
That wee find out the caufe of this effeft. 

Or rather fay the cauleofthis defeft 
For this effeit d cfeftiue comes by caufe : 

Thus it rcmaines and.thcrcmainderihus 
Perpend, 

Thaue a daughter, habe while fhe is mine. 

Who in her duety and obedience, marke. 

Hath gmen methis, now gather and furmife, 

7'othe Celeftiailam\ my foylcs Idolythe mofi beAH» 
tified O^heWi, that s an ill fhrafcy Avile fhraf>y 
beautified is a vil ? phrafi, but you fhall heare : thus ■ 
iu her excellent vehite bofome^ tbeje efj'c. 

Qwff. Came this, from to her? 

P<?/. Good Maddam (lay awhile,,! will be faithfull, . 

Dou't thou the fiarres are fire. Letter. 

Doubt that the Sumie doth moone, 

Doubt truth to be a Iyer y 
But neuer doubt I loue. 

O dccre Ophelia, Lain ill at theft numbers, ! Kaue not art to rec- 
ken my groanes , but that 1 loue thee beft,01i moft beft be- 
lecuc It! adew. Thine cucrntrorc moft dearc Lady, yvhilft this • 
machincistohim. 

“Tol. This in obedience hath my daughter fliownme, 
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The Tragedy 
A <: they fell out by time, by meancs, and place, 
Aljgiticntominceare, 

But howbaih flie rccciu’d his loilc ?■ 

Vol. WhatdoeyDUthinkcofme?' 

. As of a man faithfuU and honorable, 

P(?/, Iwouldfaine prouefo,butwhatmightyouthinke 

When 1 had feenc this hot louc on the wing? 

Asiperceiu’d it(Imufl:icllybu that} • 

Before my Daughter told me, what might you, 

Ormy deare Maiefty your Qiiccnc hcere thinke, 

If I had plaid the Deske, orTable booke. 

Or giuen my heart a working mute and dumbe, 

Orlookt vppon this loue with idle fight, 

what might you thinke ? no, I went round to worke, 

And my yong MifirifTc this i did befpeake. 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy ftarre. 

This mult not bee : and then 1 preferipts gauc her 
That fbc fhould locke her.fclfefrom his rJort, 

Admit no melTengerSjreceiue no token s. 

Which done fhe tookc rhe fruites of my aduife. 

And hec repel d.a (Irort talc to make, 

Fell into a iadnes, then into a fait. 

Thence to a watch, thence into a wc akenefle. 

Thence to lightness and by this dcclenfioa, 

Into the madrtes whcrcinrtow hec raues. 

And all wee mourne for. 

King. Doe you thinke this ? 

Qaee. It may bee very like. 

Vol. Hath there becncfuch a time, I would faine know that, 
That I haue pofitiuely faid, tis fo, 

Whenit proj’dothcrwile? 

Klocthatiknow. 

Vol, Takerh's, from this, iftbisbeotherwilc; 
ircircumltanccs leade mee, I will find 
Where truth is hid, ttioiigh it were hid indeede 
Within the Center. 

Kig. How ifiay'wee try it forthcr t 
Pp/.. You know fometimes lice walkcs foure houres tog« t 
Heeic in the Lobby, 



Trhceofvenmarke, 

^^At fuch a^tac; Ue loofc 

Bevou and ! behind an Arras then, ' r, 

Markc the encounter, if he lotwdifir not. 

And bee not from his rcafon faine thereon 

Let me be no afliftant for a ftaie , 

Butkeepea farme and carters. 

to. Weewilltryeit. . 

^ Enter^amlet. . 

Quee. But looke where fadly the poorc wretch comes reading 
fi/.Away,I doebefecch you both away. Ex$t King and Quee, 

lie bord him prcfently.oh giue me leaue. 

How does my good Lord Hamlet^ • 

H/zw. WelhGod a mercy. . 

Pd/. Doc you know me my Lord? 

Ham. Excellent well,you arc a Bmmonger, 

NotImyLord. w 

Ham. Then I would you were fo honelt a man. ; . , 

Pel. HoneftmyLord. 

I fir to be honeft as this world goes. 

Is to be one man picktoucof tenne thoufand, 

*Pd/. That's very true my Lord. i V u - 

Ham. For iftbe funne breed maggots in a dead dogge,being 
a good killing carrion. Haue you a daughter/ 

Tol. IhaucmyLord. 

Ham. Let her not walkci jh.Sunne, conception is, a blefing. 

But as your daughter may conccauc,friend Ipokc .to t.- :. 

Pet. How fay you by thatifiill harping on my daughter, yet he 

knew me not at firft, afayd I was a Filhmonger , a is farre gone, 
andtrucfyinmyyouth, I fuffred .much cxti emity for ioue , very 
neexe this. He Ipeaketo him againe. What doe you read my 
Lord. ■ -r ' 

Ham. Words, words,words. 

Tol. What is the matter my Lord, 

Ham, Betweenewho. 

Vol, I mcane the matter that you read my-Lord. 

Ham, Slanders firjfor the fatericall rogue ^es here , that .old 
men haue gray beards, that their faces arc wrincklcd, their eyes 
purging thick Amber, & plurautrcc gum,& that they haue a plcn- 






The Trngedy c/ Hamlet 

tifall lackc of wit , together with mofl weake ham*, all which fit 
though I moft powerfully andpotcntly belicuc , yet I hoWitnot 
honefty to haueit thus fet downe,for youffelfe fir (hall gtowoW 
as I am ; iflike a Crab you could goe baekeward.. 

Pc/.Though this be madneffe, yet there is method in t,wil you 
walkc our of the ayre my Lord- 
Ham. Intomygraue. 

VoJo. jndeede that’s out of the ayre ; how Regnant fometimts 
his replies arc, a h appincs that often madnes hit* on, which reafou 
and finflity could not fo ptofpetoufly be dliucred of. I will leauc 
him and my daughter.My Lord, ! wi 1 cake my leauc of you. 

Ht^.You cannot take from me any thing that I will not more 
willingly part withall ; except nay life , except my life.except ley 
jife^ E»ter ^tiilderfiemt^and Refonerdus , 

Volo, Fareyou well my Lord; . 

Ham, Thcfe tedious old fooles. 

^olo. You goe to feeke the Lord ffamlet^xhcts he is. 

VLof. God faue you fir. 

Guyl, My honor’d Lord. 

j?o/. MymoftdecrcLord. , 

Ham, My cxelent good friend* ,hoiw doft thou ^tiildcrftermt 
j^Roffnerauj, good lads how doc you both? 

iRejf As theindifferent children of the earth. 

Gftyl. Happy,io that wc are not cuct happy on Fortunes lap, 
We arc not the very button. 

Northc lblesofher ffiooc. 

Rof. Neither ray Lord» ", o. c 

H^w.Then you liue about her waft, or in the middle of herta* 
Gftyl, Faith her prill ates we. 

H4.Inthefccrctparcsoffortuiie,ohmofttruc,ftieisaltrunip« 

Whatnewes? , n, 

rRof,. None my Lord, but the worlds gfownchoueft. 

Ham. Then is Doomes day neerc,but your newes is not true; 
But in the beaten way of ffiendihip.what make you at Elfonourt. 

iJo/r To vifityoumy Lord.noothcroccafion. 

H«w.Bcgger that I am, I am euer poorc in thankes,but I thant 
yofl,and fure deare friends, my thankes are too deare a halfpeay- 
were you not fent for?is it your owne inclining.? is i t a free viW * 
tion?comc,come,dcalc iufUy withm:,com:,come^ay fpc«e- 

• a __ ar i _ — * 
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meewhethetyouwetefentfororno- ^ 

^'L^^Na^’^lLucan^^ ifyoulouc meholdnotoff- 

ruvl MvLod wee w ere fent for. , r- 

&. I will tell you whyfolhall‘my antidpat.pn preuent your 
difcou«y. and yourYccrecie to theKing and Qncenz «;;ouUno fca- 
ther lhaueoHatc, but wherefore I know not, loft allmy^inuth, 

Sail cuftome of exercifes. and mdeedeit goes 

my^dpofidon , that this goodly frame the earth, 
f/eiillpvGmootoric, this moft excellent Canop»e 
you , this brauc ore-hanged firmament, this maicfticall roofc fret j 
ted with golden fire, why it appear* nothing to mcebue a fould 
and pcdillnt congregation of vapours. What peece ofworke is j 

man , how noble in reafon . how infinit m facuItiM , in forme and 
moouing.howcxpreffe and admirable in aaion, 

Bell in apprchcnfion.how like a Godithc beauty of*e wo^d ; th. 
parragonofAnnimalcs,and yetto race, what is this Qumteflonce o, 
duft ? man delights not mec nor woman neither , though by youi 
fmilingyoufcemeto fay fo* . . 

R«>y: My Lord there vvas no fuch ft iffc in my thoughts, 

Ham, Why didyee laugh then, when Ifaid man-dclights notm^^ 

Ra/1 To thinke my Lord if you delight hot in man, what Lentoi 
entcrtaincmenr the players JJbal receiue from you , vyec^rpted ther 
on the way , and hethcr at^ the coming to offiff you lemicc. 

He that playes the King fliil be \y.clcomej his Maie(ly 
hauc tribute on mec, the aducnteroiivS Knight fhal vfehisfoyleatl 
target, the loucr (hal not fing gratis, the humorous man dial end hi 
part in-peace and thc Lad^ilKaj fay,bcr mind freely : or the blanl 
vcrfeftnlhaultfor’t. Whit players are they? ^ [ 

R»/. Eu en thofe you were wont to take fuch delight in, the Tragi- 
diansofih ‘Citty. _ ■; 
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T he Tragedie of Hamlet 
Uam. How 'claances it the trauaile ? their refideHceboth in repu. 
ration and profit W35 better both wayes. 

R6f. J thinke their inhibitiotf-, conics by the fhbanfrs of the 
late innouation. 

Ham. Do the hold the fame effimation they did when I was 
in the City ? are they lb followed? 

Noindeede arethey not,. 

y Ham. It is not vctyftrahge/ofmy VhcIe is King ofDenmat'kc 
‘ & thbfe that would make moufhsiat h im while my father liued, 
giue tvvehty, forty, fifty, a hundred duckets a peece, for his Pic- 
ture in little : s’bloud there is fomething in this more then na- 
turail, if PhiioTophy could find it out. KFlorifh. 

There are the players 

Geritlciiienyou are'welconie toElfmoure, your hands, 
come then th'apportenaoce of welcome is fafhion andeeremo- 
nic j let mee comply with yoii in this garb .■ let my extent to the 
players,which itell you muft fhowc fayrely Outwards, fbould 
more appeare like'entertainemeht then yours? you are welcohiet 
but my Vncle-fathcr,'and Atint-mother, are deccaued. 

G^/. In what my dearc Lord. 

Ham. I am but mad North North weftj whenthc wind is Sou- 
therly, Iknow a, Hauke, from a hand-faw. 

.. Enter FoIohIhs. ‘ 

■ Td/. Well be with you Gcntlerrien. 

H^iw.Hark you Guyldenfleme^ & you to, are each care a hearer, 
that great baby as' you fee is not yet out of his fwadling elouts, 
Rof. Happily he is the fecond time come to them'’, for they fay 
an old man is twice a child., ‘ 

Ham. I will prbph(?cy that he comes to tell me of theplayets; 
marke tt, you fay right fir 'a Monday morning twas theivindecd. 
Pol. My Lord I hauc newes to tell yoii. 

Hat^, My Lotd l'hauene'wes'^6 fell'yqu : when-^^^ 
ranAifipfihRome. : ’’ ‘ ^ 

T<>/. The Adiors are coihe hether my Lord. ’ ■ 

Bu2(|buz, ' 

' ''Pc/, Vpponmy.honor. 

' iiam. Then came each Adtor bn^is /iffc. / , . j 

Pc/. The bcftai^brs ifi' the world^eichcvfor Tragedy,Comcdy, 

' HiftorjfJpaftorail,Paftorall-Comlcal), Hif!brlcal^^ i 



PfinceofVeKtnArhe* 

lnaeuidable,orPoem vnlimited. Seneea cannot bee too heauy, 
nor Glaums too light for the lawe of writ, and the liberty : thefe 

arctheonelymen. , jc l i 

Ham . O lepha lu dge of IfraelljWbat a treafure hadff thou ? 

Pc/. What a treafure had he my Lord ? 

Ham. Why one faire daughter and no more,the which hce lo- 

ued paffing vvell. 

ptf/. Siill on my daughter. 

Ham. Am I not i’th right old le^h^t ? 

Pc/. What followes then my Lord / 

Ham. Why as by lot God wot,and then you know it came to 
paffe,as moft likc it was ; the firtt towe of the pious cbanfpn will 

fhow you more,for looke where my abridgment comes. 

Enter the V layers. 

Hrfws. You are welcome maiftcr$,welcome all , I am glad to fee 
thee well, welcome good friends, oh old friend, why thy face is 
valanc'd lince I faw thee laft,com’ft thou to beard me inDematk? 
what my young lady and Miftris, by lady your ladifbippe is 
nerer to heauen, then when I faw you laft by the altitude of a 
chopine, pray God youryoyce like a peece of vneurrant gold; 
bee not crackt within the ring smaifters you ate all welcorne, 
weelecnto’t like friendly Faukners, flie at any thing.wee fee, 
weele hatife a fpeech ftraitc, come giue vs atafte of your quality , 
come a paflionatefpcecli. 

P/<^cr. What fpeech my good lord ? 

Ham. I heard thee fpeake me a fpeech once,but it was neuer ac- 
tedjOr if it was,not aboue once , for the play I remember; pleafd 
not the million, t’ was c^iary to the general,but it was as I recei- 
ued it & others, whofe iiidgments in fuch matters cried in the top 
of mine,an excellent play, well digefted in the fccncs , fet downe 
with asmiich modefty as cunning; I remernbet. one Tayd there 
were no fallcts in the lines , to make iht,- matter : fauory ,,nor no 
matter in the phralb that might indice the author of affeff ion, 
but cald it an honeft method, as vvfiolefbme as fwcet very 

much, more handfomc then fine*, one fpeech in’t /■chiefly loued, 
t was toEneas talke to Dido,Zi. there abolut of iccrpee-ally-vyhcn 
he fpeakes o^Vriams flauohcerjif it liueiit yourrmetnoTy begin at 
this line, let me fee, let me fee,(he rug.ged;Pyi;/j;rr'likeTn ircanian 
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The Trit^eai^ of Vi&mlct 

Bcart.,tisi>ot it begins with P/rr^^/.The rugged P;V r4Mf, hec 

whoie fable armes, 

BlacVe as his purpofe did the night refcmble. 

When hce lay couched in th’ominous horfe. 

Hath now this dread and black complcaioB fmcard, 

W th hcraldy move difrnaU head to foote, 

Now is hcc totall Giilcs, horv idly trtekt 
W'th blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fonnes, 

Bak’d and emballed with the parching ftreetes 
Than lend a tirranous and a damned li^ht 
To their Lords mutther, rofied in wrath and hre. 

And thus ore-cifed witli coagula'te gore, 

With eyes like Carbunckles, the helhfhT^»*« 

Old grandfirePr^Vzwfcekesjfo proceed you. 

pj Foregod my Lord well fpoken, with good accent and 
P/^. Anon Selinas him Cgoodd.rcrtt.on. 

Striking too Ibort at Greekes, his antickc fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lies where it fals. 

Repugnant to command ; vnequall matcht, 

Virrhus at Vriam dtiues, in rage flilKcs wide. 

But with thewhiffcand wind ofhis fellfword* 

ThVnncmcd father falls , 

Seeming to fcele this blow, with flaming top ^ 

Stoopcs to his bafe j and with a hiddious cralh 

Takes prifor.erPirrili«Jcarc,forlo his fword 

Which was declining onthe roilkie head 

Of rcucrcnt VriaWy feem d i th ayre to 
So as a painted tirant Pirrhm flood 
Like a newtrall to his will and matter, 

Did nothing: . „ r n. 

But as wee often fee againft fomc itormc, 

A filence in the heauens, the racke fland ftilr, . 

The bould winds fpccchleffe, and the orbe belowc | 

As hufli as death, anoiie the dread full thunder / 

Doth rend the region, fo after finhat paafe, ^ . 

A rowfed vengeance fees him new a wotke, ^ 

And ncucr did the Cyclops hammers fall, ^ 

On Mtofes Armor forg’d for ptoofe etetne, p 

With Icffc remorfe then ?irrhus bleeding fword % 



r 



Pr/Hceef Def^m^rhern 

Out^outjthouflrumpec Fortune! all you gods. 

In gcncrall fined take away her power, 

Breake all ihc fpokes^and folles horn her whecic. 

And boulc the round nauedowne the hillofhcaucn' 
hi lowe as to the fiends. 

This isioolong* 

H 4 Jt ilial to the barbers with your bcard;prcthcc lay on, he s 
for a lig,or a^tale of bawdry ,or he ftccpcs,fay on, come to ViecHV4% 
P4^.But who, a woe, had fccnc the moblcd QncenCj 
Vlam, ThcmoblcdQncenc. 

Voloy That s good. , , 1 n 

‘y/^.Runne barefootcTp and downe,thrcatning the liamca 

With rhumc, a clout vpon that head 
Where late the Diadem Rood, and for a robe. 

About her lanck andall orc-tcamed loynes, 

A blancket in the alarmc of fcarc caught vp. 

Who this had fecne, with tongue in venom ftcept,^ 

Gainft fortunes ftate would treafon hauc pronounc df 
But if the gods thcmfclues did fee her then, 

When (he law Pirhus make malicious fport 
In mincing with his fword her husbands limmei. 

The inftant burft of clamor that (he made,. 

Vnlefle thing; mortall mooue them not at all. 

Would hauc naadc milch the burning eyes of heauen 
And paflion in the gods, 

y^?/.Looke where he* has not turned lus col!our,and has teares 
iiVs eyes prethee no more, 

H^^^.Tis kvell ,11c haiic thee fpeake out the reft of thisfobnc, 
good my Lord will you feethe players well beftow’cd ; doc you 
hcarc, let them be well vfed, for they are chc abftra61: andbreefe 
Chronicles of the time ; after your death you were better haue a 
bad Epitaph then their ill report while you liue. 

PoL My Lord,I will vfc them according to their defert* 

Warn, Gods bodkin man, much better, vfc cuery man after his 
dcferc, and who fliall feape whipping. vfe them after your owne 
honour and dignity , thcleffe diey dcferucthe moremerrit is 
in your bounty. Take them im 

Pol, Come firs, 

Jjf^^llow him friendsA\Tel€jicre ft play to morroffljdoft thou 
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, ThcTYitgedyof^A^vs^Qt, 

licarc me old friend, can you play the murthcr ©f Go»x,Agor 
P/,y'j 1 my Lord. 

Ham. VVeele han’t to morrow night,you could for need ftudy 
a ipccch of lonsc-dofcn lines, or fixteche lines, which 1 would fet 
downc and infert in’t.-coiild you not? 

I>Iay. I my Lord. ,, , , 

H^»?.Very wcll.follow that Lord , and looke you mockc him 
not. My good friends, lie Icauc you till night,you ^re welcome 
to ElfoaoMri?, Exeunt'^oLand^layers, 

Eof. Good my Lord. Exit, 

Ham. I fojGod buy to you,now I am alone, 

O what a rogue and pcfant flaue an 11 . 

Is it not monftrous that this player hcere 
But in a fixion,in a drcamc oi paflion 
Could force his foule fo to his ownc conceit 

Th at from her working all the yifagc wand, 

Teares in his cyes,diftra^l:ion in his alpedf,^ 

A broken voyce,and hiS;Whole function futing 

With formes to his coBceit;and all for nothing. 

For Hectibat 

What’s Hecuba to him ,or he to her. 

That he fhould weepe for hcr?what would he doc 

Had he the inotiue,and tlvat for paffion ' 

That I haue? he would drowne the ftagc with teares, 

And clcaue the gencrall care with horrid fpcech. 

Make mad the guilcy,and appeal e the free ^ 

Confound the ignorant, and amaze itideod, o,i 
The very faculties ofeyes and earesjyct L 
A dull and muddy mettled raskall peake. 

Like /< 9 J&«-a-dreames , vnpreguani of my caufe, 

Arid can fay nothing;no not for a King, 

Vpon whofe property and moft dear© life, 

A damn’d defeate was made .• am I a coward. 

Who calls me villainc.breakes my pate acrofle, 

Plucke, off my beard, and blowcs it in my face, 

Twekes me by the nofc,giucs me the lie i th throatc 
As deepe as to the lunges.-who does me 
Habls’ wounds I fhould take it; for it cannot be 
nidpion Huerd.and laclte gall; 
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To make opprclTion bitter, or ere this 
I foouldhauc fatted all the region kytes _ 

«r u ,v.knauesoffall,bloody,baudy vilUine, ^ 

Rcmorfelcfle, treachcfous.letcherous, kindlcffc vlUaine. 

Why what an Alfc am I ? tins is moft braue. 

Tball the foiine of a deerc father furthered. 

Prompted to my reiieoge oy hcauen and bell, 

fkr a whore vnpack my heart with words, 
Sfttcurfwgl.l.Lv=rydrabb.i,Mli»n,6cvppon.,^ 
About my braines , hum, I haue heard, 

That guilty creatures fitting at a play, 

Haueby the very cunning of the fcenc, 

Beene ft rookc fo to the foule, that prelcntly 
They haue proclaim’d their nialefaCfions . 

Fotmutther though ithaue no tongue will ^ 

With moft miraculous organ . lie liauc thefe Plaj ers 
Play fomthing hkc the mui ther ofmy father 

Before mine Vnclc, lie obferue bis lookes, 
lie tent him to the qiiicke, if a do blench ^ 

Iknowmycourfc. The fpirit that I hauc-fee»c 

May be adiucl), and the diuell hath power 
T’affiimc a pleafing fhape; yea and perhaps, 

Outofniy v\cakcncfleand my mda^^choriy,. _ 

As hee is very potent vyith fuch fpirks,. 

Abufes mcc to damne nice ; Ite haucrgrounds 

More relatiue then thisj the play S'tHethiiig _ 

Wherein lie catch the confcience oi the King. Exit. 






Enter Kmg^ ^olonius^ Ophelta^ RofencraHs^ Gt^U 

denfierney Lords 

King. And can you by no drift of conference 
Get fron|^ini why hec puts on this confufion. 

Grating fo harfKIy all his dayes of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacie ? 

Rof He dooes confefle he feclcshimfelfc diftraacd. 

But from what caufe asyillby nomcanes fpeake. 

GujfL Nor do wee find him forward to be founded. 

But with a crafty madnes kccpcs aloofc 
When yve would bring hini on toioinc confeffion 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Of his true ftrtce. 

Q^ee, Die! Ik receiueyou well? 

Rof. Moil like a gentleman. 

Guyl, But with much forcing of his diijiofition. 

Rof. K!ggardofqueftion,butofout demands 

Mort hcc in liis reply. 

CiHee. Didyouaffayhimtoanypaflime? 

Maddain,it I'o fell out that ccrtainc Players 
Wc ore-raught.on the way.of thefe we told him. 

And there did feeme in him a kind of ioy 
i To hcarc ofit ; they are hecre about the Court, 

li; And as Jchinke,theyhaue already order 
|||r This night to play before him. 

Mil /’(?/. Tis mod true. 

And he befeechtmetointreatyour Maicftics 
Toheareand feethematter, 

: : King , With all my heart, 

4 ’ And it doth much contentme 

if|ii To hearc him fo inclin’d. ’ 

i|3f Good gentlemen giuc him a futher edge' 

||| I And driue his purpofc into thefe dcliglits. 

jl; WcfliallmyLord. Exeunr'^of.^ Guyl^ 

:|||i Tor we hauc clofely fent for Camlet hethcr. 

That he as t’wereby acccdent,may hecrc 
lip Affront Ophe/ta;het father and my fcjfe, 
j|i; Wee Ic fq beftow out fclues,tbat feeing vnfeenc, 

of^tl’cir cncounterfranckelyiudge. 

And gather by him as he is bchaii'd, 
jS| Iftbeth’affliiHion ofhisloueorno. 

That thus he fuffers for. 



■Q^» I fhall obey you, 
ndfoi - . - - 






And for my part Ophelia^, doc wifh 
: That youir good beauties be the happy cauft 

Aajl I hope your vertues 
Will bring him to his wonted way a<>ainc 
.ijTo both your honours. ® *' 

Ophe. Maddam,! wifh it may. 

m. <^/^f/wwalkcyouhc€r,cjgr#ciousroplcaf^ 



' Prince of DeHmarkc, 

Vile will beftow our feluesjreadc on this bookc, 

That fhow of fuch an excrcifc may collour 
Your lowlineflcjwe arc oft too blame in this, 

Tis too much proou’d^ihat with dcuotiohs vifage 
And pious a<ftion,wc doc fugar ore 
TheDiucllhimfclfe. 

Otis too true. 

Hove fmart a lafh that fpecch doth giue my confcicncc*' 
The harlots cheeke beautied with plaftting art, 

Is notmorc ougly to the thing that helps it. 

Then is my deede to my moft painted word; 

Oheauy burthen; 

Enter Hamlet, 

Po/. I hcarc hiuicomming,with-draw my Lord. 
Ham. Tobe,ornottobc,thatisthcqucftion, 
Whether tis nobler in the minde to faffer 
The flings and arrow cs of outragious fortune. 

Or to take Armes againft a fea of troubles. 

And by oppo(ing,end thcm;To die to fleepe 
No moretnnd by a flcepCjto lay wc end 
Thehart-akc,and thethoufand natural! ftiocks 
Thatficlh is heire to j tis a confumation 
Deuoutly to be wiflit to die to fleepe, 

To fleepe, perchance to dreamc,! there’s the rub, 

Fo r in that fleepe of death what dreames may come? 
When wc haue fliuffled off this mortallcoyle 
Muft giue vs paufe,therc’s the refpc(9: 

That makes calamity of fo long life : 

For who would bearc the whips and fcorncs of time, 

Th opprcflbrs vvrong,thcpffcude mans contumely, 
.The pangs ofoffice,and the lawes delay, 

Thcinfolence of officCjand the fpu nc$ 

That patient merrit of th’vnwoTthy takes, 

.When himfclfe might his make 

With a bare bodkin; who would fardels bearc. 

To grunt and fweat vndcr a weary life? 

Bu^t that the dread of fomething after death. 

The vndifcouef d country ,frcgj whofe bomc 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

No crauailcr rctumes>puzzels the will, 

And makes vs lather bearc thofe ills we haue> 

Then flic to otticrs that wee know not of* 

Thus confcience dooes make cowards. 

And thus the naciuc hiew of refolution 
Is fickled ore with the pale caft of thought* 

And eiKcrprifes of great pitch and moment,: 

With this regard cheircurrcntstucne awry. 

And loofc the name of a6lion. Soft you now. 

The fairc 0/?^(?//V2,Nimph in thy orizons 
Be all my finnes remembred; 

Ophe, Good my Lord, 

How dooes your honour for this many a day f 
Ham. I humbly tliankeyou;wdh 
Ophey My Lord,i bauc jremcmbranccs of yours 
That [ haue longcdlongt^ te-ddiuer, 

I pray you no w rcceiue them. 

Ham. No,not I,Incuer;gaucyou ought. 

Ophe* My honor'd LcMrdjyou know right well you did. 

And with them words offo fwcet breath compofd 
As made thefe things more lich/thcir perfume loft, 

Take thefe againe,for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poorc w'hen giuers prooue vnkind. 

There my Lord, 

Ham. Ha,ha,areyou honeft. ; 

Oph, My Lord. ' 

H>r;w. Are you faire? ■ 

Ophe. What mcanes your Lordftiip.^ 

Ham. That if you be honeft and faire,youflboufd admit 
po difeourfe to ypuf beauty. 

Oph^ Could b:eauty, my Lord haue better comerce 
Then with honefty:^ - 

H^^^♦Itr^ely,forthc.powcroffeeauty wdll fooner tranfformeho' 

Hefty from what it is to a baude, then the force of honefty can rranf- 
1 ace beauty into his likcneiTc^this was fomeciine a paradox, but now 
the timegiues it pro ^fe,I didioue you once. : 

Oph. Indeed my Lord you made me bcleeue fo* 

Ham. You ftiould not haue bclecu d niCjfor vertue cannot fo . 

L cuacuac our oid flock, but we fiaiU rciifli of it : I loaned you not. 
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hoLli. bw ye. I could eerfe .«eeof 
r h tUines that it were better my Mother had not borne mee : 1 am 
nrou^de rtucngefuU, ambitious, with moie cfFences at my ^ckc, 
haue thmichts to put them iD.imaginatio to giuc them fhape, 
?r t meto aft them in:whatftiOu!d fuch fcHowcs as uocraul.ng bc- 
tweere earth and heauen^we are arrant knaues belccue noneo v . 
go eby waies to a Nunry , Whet's your father? 
Op/>e.'Athoiwemy Lord. 
mm. Let the doers be flmt vpon him, ^ • 

That he may play the foolc no where but in s owne houfe. 

Farewell. r y. 

K; m&dMErry.%egi«cth 

marry a^foolc, for wife men know well enough what monfitrs you 

make of them •. to a Nunry goe,and quickly to,fatwc 1. 

Othe. Hcauenly powers reliorc him, 
hCw. 1 haue heard of your paintings well enough, God u«h gu 
uenyouone face, and you make your fe.fes anotber.you gi^, and am- 
ble/andyou lift you Lkname Gods creaturs , and make your w^ 
tonnes ignorance ; goe to, lie no more on t it hath made me m^adde, 
1 fay we will haue no mo marriage, thofe that are married already, all 
but one (hal liue,thc reft ftiall keep as they are. to a Nunry go. 

Ofhe. O what a noble mind is heeicotbiw^nc. 

The courciersjfouldiersjfchofcrsjcy^jtongucjlvvord, 
ThVxpe6taticn,and Rofe ot the faire flare, 

The glaffe of taflnion,and ebe mould of forme., 

Tlfobferifd of all obferuers^quicejquitc downc. 

And I of Ladies moft deietl and wretened. 

That fuckt the huny of his mulickc v.owes; 

Now fee what noble and mofl foueraigne reafbn 

Like fweet bells iangled put of cinie,andharfh, 

That vnmaccht forme and flaiure of bio wne youth 

Blafted with extacy.O wo is me ’ 

T’hauc fleae wha.c i haue fecnc,fee what I fee. 

G 3 
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ThTrd^eJyofH^mkt 

, , ^»terKmgandV»l«Hmf. 

Ilf i VT affeaions doe not that way tend, 

ill f „?'^'^^^fJ’' ^’®5^'e>«hough itIackt forme a little, 

"1 1 like madnesjthere s fomething m his foulc 

; . Jr- Ji Ore which his melancholy lies on brood, 

|[ j, And I doe doubt,thc batch and the difclofe 

’ I i, I Willbefome dangcf;which fortopreuent, 
ji . i I haue in quick determination 
I f ! with Ipeed to England, 

'.1 " j For thidemaund ofbur neglected tribute, . 

iji >, ; Haply the feas,and countries different, 
ij ^ : W)th variable obicds^fliall cxpell 

;V, This fomething fctlcd matt<:rm hishart, 

j Vvhereon his braitics (fill beating j ' 

•i vPuts him thus from faction of himfelfc. 
fi , \yhat thinkc you on’r? 
f ' 1 Poi, It lljaJl doc weil. 

Bucyctdoelbclecuctheoiigen and comenccmcnt of it 
I i i rP*^“*’o tiegletSfcd lone / how now Ophelia} 

H You neede not tell vs what Lord faid, 

I : : We heard it all ; my Lord, doe as you pleafe, 

, 'I .But if you hold it fit, after the play. 

/; 1^1* Qjeene-mother all alone intreate him 

|ij TolBow his gricfc,lethcrbc round with him, 

' And lie be plac’d(fo pleafe you Jin the care 
i Ofall-theitconfcrence.-if fhefind himnor, 

: To England fend him:or confine him where 
Your wifedome beft fhall thinkc. 

I Kmg. Itihallbe fo, 

I i iMadncsingreaconesmuftnotvnmatcfit goe. Exeunt. 

- 'Hamlet, and three of the Players, 

^1^^ ipeech I pray you as I pronounc'd it to you, trip* 
f'i :: ^itigly oi^ the tonguCjbut if you mouth it ais many ofour Players do, 

, J had asliue the tovvnccryer fpoke my lines, nor doc not fa w the aite 
, |ji bo much with your hind thus, but vie all gently, for in the very lor- 
tempeft, and as I may fay, whirlwind oFyour paffion, you muft 
I'xqairc and beget a temperance, tha: may giue it fmoothiitfic , Oit 
’(;!-tfends ms to. the foale, to hcarcarobuftiousperwig-patcdfeilo'ii 
.ill tere. 



Pyr/Jceo/Vemtarh. 

fere a paflion to totters, to very ragSjtofplccf the cares ofthc ground 
lings , who lor the mofi part are capabje of nothing but inexplicable 
dumbe llievv.cs,and noyfe:l would haiie fiich a fellow whiptfor orC' 
dooing Termagant, it out IIcrodsHerod,pray you auoydeit. 

P/<y'. Iwairantycurhonour. 

War». Be not too tame neither, but let your own e diftretion bee 
your tutor, futc the adfion to the word,dic word to the aftion, with 
this fpecial! obfcru.rnce , chat you ore-fteppe not the modefty of na- 
ture ; For anything fo ore-doone , is from the purpofeof playing, 
whofc end both at the firft , and now , was and is, to hold as twere 
thcMitrour vp to nature, to fhew vertue her featiire;fcomc her own 
Image, and the very age and body of the time his forme and preflure.* 
Now thisouer-doiie, or come trady off, though it makes the vnskil- 
fulllaugh, cannot but makethe iudicious greeuc, the cenfure of 
which one, muft in your allowance orcr weigh a whole Theater of o- 
thers. O there bee Players that 1 haucfceneplay , and heard others 
prayfd,and that highly ,not to fpeake it prophanely, that neither ba- 
uingth accent of Chriftians, northegatcofChriftian, Pagan, nor 
maojbaue fo flrutted and bellowed, that I hauc thought feme of Na- 
tures bsd mademen,and not made them wcll,they imita- 

ted humat’hy fo abominably. 

p/^. I hope we haue reform’d that indifferently with vs. 

O reforme it altogcther.and let thofe that play your clowncs 
fpeake no nrore then is fet do wne for them, for there be of them that 
will themfelues Iaugh,to fet on feme quantity ofbarraine fpe6fators 
to laugh to » though in the meanc time , fome neeeffary queftion of 
the play be then to be confideredrthat’s vi!lanous,and Ihcwes a moft 
pittifull ambition in the foolc that vfesittgoe make you ready.How 
now my Lordr^ill the King hcare :’■>!$ peece of workef 

Ente'r VoIsmus,Guyldenflerise,and Rofencraus, 

Pol. And the QueenetOj3nd that prefcmly, 

•ff^rw.Bid the PJaiers make haft.WiI you two help to baftco them. 
Rof. I tny Lord Exeunt thofe two. 

Ham. What how, Horatf a. Snter Horatio, 

Hora. Heercfweetc Lord,at yourfcruice, 
H<!«»,Hor4rw,thouariccnasiuftatnan 
Asercmyconuerfation copt withall.. 
deercLofd^ 
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The Tragedy 

Nay, do not thinke I flatter, 

For what aduancctnent may I hope from thee 

That no reuenew hafl but thy good fpirits 

To feede and cloathe thee, why fhouldthepoorcbeflattrcd? 

No, let the candied tongue lick obfurd pompe. 

And crookc thepregoanchingesof the knee 
Where thrift may follow fanning, dooft thou heare. 

Since my dccre foulc was miflris ofher choyce. 

And could of men diftinguifli her election 
S hath fcald thee for her fclfe, for thou haft becne 
As one in fuffering all that fuffets nothing, 

A man that Fortunes buffets and rewards 

Haft tane with equall thankes ; and bleft arethofc 

Wncife blou d and iudgement arc fo well comedicid. 

That they are not a pipe for Fortunes finger 
To found what ftoppe fliec pleafe : giue me that man 
That is not pa(Iton5flaue,aad I will weare him 
/In my hearts core, I in my heart ofhearc 
As 1 do thee, .yomething too much of this. 

There is a play to night before the King, 

One feene of it comes necre the circumftance 
Which I haiie told thee of my fathers death, 

I prechec when thou feeft that a<ft afoote, 

Euen with the very comment of thy foule 
Obferue my Vncle, if his occulted guilt 
Doe not itfelfe vnkcnnill in one fpeech, 

It is a damned Ghoft that wee haue feenc. 

And my inaaginations are as foule 
As 'Uulcans ftithy ; giue him hecdfull note 
For I mine eyes will i iuct to his face. 

And after wee will both our iudgements ioync 
Jn c^nfare ofhis feemng, 

Hor4., Well my Lord, 

If a ftcale ought the whilft this play is playing 
And fcape detedied, I will pay the theft. 




Entffr trumpet Javd Kettle DrumtueSf Kiugt^teeue, 
Poloni'^J) Ophelt4. 

Ham. They are comming to the play. I muft be idle,. 



Prime 

Cctyou a 

Howfcarcsourcoufinfr<<«r/er? 

H(*«. Excellent yfaith. ' 

Of theCamclionsdifli,! eatethc ayre, 

Promif-cw™ cannot feede Capons fo. 

I haue nothing with this aunfwer Hamlet^ 

Tbefe words arc not mine. 

lUm, No,nor mine now my Lord. 

You playd once i’th Vniucrlity you fay, 

Pol. That did I my Lord,and was accounted a good Aclor, 

Ham. What did you cnail? ^ 

To/. I did enadf /u/tus Cifar,l was kild i th Capitall, 

Brutus kild me» , ■ n ^ if c 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill fo Capitall a calfc tnere» 

Be the Players ready? 

Rof. I my Lord, they ftay vpon your patience. 

Ger. ComehethermydearcH<*ffl»/fr,fitbyme. 

Ham, No good mother hcere’s mettle more attrailiuc. 

Tol, 0,oh,doeyou marke that. 

Ham. Lady ftiall I lie in your lap? 

Ophe. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant country matters? 

OpAf. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

Ham. That’s a faire thought to lye betweane maydes legs. 

Ophe. WhatismyLord? 

Ham, Nothing. 

Ophe. You are merry my Lord, 

Ham. Who It? 

Oph. 1 my Lord. 

O Godlvour oncly Iiggc-maker,what lliould a man do but 
be merry, forlookc you how cheerfully my Mother lookes, and my 
father died within’s two howres. 

Ophe. Nay,tis twice two months my Lord. 

Ham, So long,nay then let the diuell wcarc bkcli;e,for lie bauea 
fute offables;0 heauens,die two months ago.and not forgotten yet, 
then there s hope a great mans memory may out-liuehis lifehalfea 
ycare, but ber Lady amuft build Churches then, or elfeiliall alilifet. 
not thingkingon,with the Hobby-hotfc.whofc Epitaph is,fotO,fbsj 
O, the hobby-horic is forgot. 
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Tht Tragedy efW^xcAst 

The Trumpets (omd. Dambe ^ewfottowes. 

'' Enter a King and, a Queenejhe Q^ene embracing him,and he her he 

; I takes her vp.and declines his headvppon her necke,he lies him downs vp. 
pan a bancke of flowers, [he feeing him a jleepejeaues him : anon corns m 
an other man, takes offbtscrowne, kijj'ss it.pours pcyfin in theflcefers 
■ cares, and leaues him: the Qj^ene returnes, finds the King dead, makes 
paffionate aBion,the poy finer with fame three or fertre comes in againe, 
i ' feeme to condole with her,vhe dead body is carnedaway ,the poi finer tests 
the Queene with gift s,fhe fi ernes harfi awhile, hut tn the end accepts lone. 



What mcanes this my Lord ? 

Ham, Marry this munching /►/<<///<:(?, it mcanesmifchiefc. 
Belike this fliow imports the argument of the play, 
t We iliall know by this fellow. Enter prologue, 

■■ The players cannot Iceepc they’lc tell all. 

Ophe, Will a tell us w)hat this lliow meant f 
f Ham. lorany fhowthatyouwill ftiow him, benotyouafliain'd 
to fhow heelc not fhame to tell you what it mcanes, 

Op^. You are naught, you arc naught, lie matke the play» 
i I Prologue, Forvsand lor our Tragcdic, 

I Hccrc (looping to your clctnencie, 

‘i We begge your hearing patiently. 

Ham. JsthisaPrologueor thepolicofaiing? 
f Ophe, Tis breefemy Lord. 

II Hjint. As womans louc. 

|; Enter Knig and Queene. 

I TSjng. Full thirty times hath PAa^wCartgonc round 
. ij 7Wpr«»« fait walb, and TV //«/ orb'd the ground, 

! ; Andthirey dofen mooncs with borrowed flicene 
About the world hauc times twclue thirties beenc 



, Since louc our hearts, sndHymen didour hands 
’ ^ Vnite comutuall in moftftered bands. 

* j 5o many iouraeyes may the Sunne and Moone 

i ;'[j Make vs.againc count ore ere loue bee doone, 

‘ i[4j [ But woe is jnc you arc (b lickc oflate, 

' , ■ ^ So farre from cheerc, and from our former ftate, 

; (ipiThat I diftruft you, yet though I difti uft, 

II’ it nothing mu(l. 
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For women fcare too much,euen as they loue. 

And womens feare and loue hold quantity. 

Either none, in neither ought, or in extremity , 

Now what my Lord is p oofc hath made you know, 

Andasmylouciscizft,myfcatcisfo, 

where loue is great, the litlcft boubts arc icarc, 
where little fearcs grow great, great loue gtowes there. 

King. Faith I muft leaue thee louc.and Ihortly to. 

My operant powers their functions leaue to do. 

And thou (bait liuc in this fare world behind, 
Honordjbelou d,and haply one as kind. 

For husband (bait thou. 

duee. O confound the reft. 

Such louc muft needes be treafpn in my breft. 

In fecond husband let me be accurft. 

None wed the fecond,but /who kild the nrft. 

The tnftanccs that fecond marriage moue 

Are bafe refpedls o( thiifr,bu t. biK none of loue, 

A fecond time I kill my husband dead. 

When fecond husband kifles me in bed. , , 

King, I doe belceuc you thinke what now you fpeakc. 

But what we doe dctermine,oft we breake, 

Pnrpofe is but the flaue to memory^ 

Ofviolcnt birth^but poore validity. 

Which now the fruicevnripe (ticks on the tree. 

But fall vnO^aken when they rnellow.bec, 

Moft neceflary tis that vve forget 

To pay our felucs what to our felues is debt, 

What to our felues in paflion we propolcj^ 

The paflion ending, doth the purpofe lofe. 

The violence of either,griefe, or ioy. 

Their ownc ennadiuies with themfelues defiroy, 

Where ioy moft reuels,gricfc doth moft lament, 

Grcefe ioy, ioy griefes,on flender accedent, 

This world is not for aye, nor tis not ftrange. 

That euen our loucs fhould with our fortunes change, ; 
For tis a queftion left vs yet to proue. 

Whether loue lead fortune, or clfe fortune loue. 

The great man dowhe,yoa markc his fauquritc flics, 

H 1 



wormwooiljj^ 



J'rH, 
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rageay^ Hajiuet 

The p core aduanced makes friends of enemies. 

And hetheroo doth louc on fortune tend. 

For who not needs, fliall neuer lacke a friend. 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Diredlly feafons him his encmie. 

I But orderly to end where I begunne, 
t! Our willes and fates doe fo contrary runne, 
i; That our deuices ftill are ouerthro wne, 
vt ' ii Our thoughts arc ours, their ends none of our owne, 
i; ! IjjSorhinkc thou wilt no fccond husband wed, 

;v|But die thy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead, 
t; : ! ji Q»ftf.Nor earth to me giue foode, nor heauen light, 

' V j Sport and rcpofelock from inee day' and nighty 
iiTo defperation turnc my truftand hope, 

• And Anchors checre in prifon be my fcope, 
i ^ach oppofite that blanckes the face of ipy, 

I : i:|Mcetc what I would hauc well, and it def^oy, 

■Both heercand hence purfuc melafting ftrife, 

ti I IlfoHce I bee a widdow, euer I be a wife. 

i ' Ja»g. Tis deepcly fworne,fweet leaue mee heare a whiles 
I ■ a>ly fpirits grow dull and faine I would beguylc 
; jjThe tedious day with fleepe, 

Qwe, Sleepe rock thy brainc, 

I And neuer come mifebance betwixt vs twane. Exeunt. 

|i Maddain, how like you this play? 

i guee. The Lady doth protefl too much me thinkes. 

' nam, O but niec’lekeepe her word. 

I Hauc you heard the argument.? is there no offence in't? 

, j| I Ham. No.no, they do but icft,poyfon in icft,no offence i th world. 
^ ;j| King. What do you call the play 
|, !j Ham, The Moufetrap.mary how tropically, this play is the Image 
^ Dakesname, his wife 

i ahone, tis a knauifh pccceof workc,but what 
; ,HI*'i^fthat .?your maiefty and we fhall hauefrcc fbulesiu touches vs nor, 

: j ;.p thcgauled lade winch, our withers are vnwrung.-This isoncZut- 
Nephew to the Kiiig. 

Enter Lhcmhus. 

: ' .1; 0/i^.Youarc asgoodasaGhonBmyLord. 

Hapt, Icoulddnterpret betweeneyou andy^urloue 



Ham. Iffhefliould 
breake it now 
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- Trmce of Deantarfie* j.i 

Ifl could fee the puppits dallying. i|j 

Ophe. You avekeenemy Lord, you arckcenc. ip 

It would coft you a groning to take off mine edge. | 

Oph. Still better and worfe. ^ 

So you miftake your husbands. Beginne rourthcrer, IcaueM. 

thy<i 3 mnablcfacesandbcging,come,ihcctokingRauen doth bel-jl 

^°^Luc, Thoughts black, hands apt, drugges fit and time agrceing,|||i 
Confiderat feafon els no creature feeing, a: 

Thou mixture rancke, of midnight weeds collefted, ;|j 

With ban thrice blafted, thrice infected, || j. 

Thy naturallmagicke, and dire property, I !| 

On wholcforoc life vfurps immediately. ^ ^ 

Vlam. A poy Ions him i’th Garden for hh eftate, his names 
fo, the flory is extant and written in very choice Italian, yon fliallfec, jf 

anon how the murthercr gets the louc of wife, | , 

Ofh. The King rifes. | |:! 

Q^e. How fares my Lord? f||' 

Ptf/. Giue ore the play. m 'i 

Km- Giue me fomc light, away. 

Lights, lights, lights. Exemt,allbntHam,4naHoraua^^^ 

Ham. Wbyletthcttrokendccrcgoc weepe, . 

The Hart vngauled play, mr 

For Ibme muft w atch whilfl: fomc muft fleepe, ■ 

Thus runnes the world away. Would not this fir and a forreft ofiea.^M; 
thers, if the reft of my fortunes turne T urke with me, with prouineiJB 
all ^ofeSjOn my rav-’d fhoocs,get me a iellowfliip in a cty of players 
Hora. Halfe a (liare. f 

Ham, A whole one I. i t 

For thou doft know oh Damon deetc 

This Rcalme dimantled was H 

Of/r>«ehiiT)fcIfc,andnowraign<sheere ® 

Avery very paiock. 

Hera. You might hauc rim’d. 

Ham. Ogood Horathj He take the Ghoftswoedfof a thoulan® 
pound. Oidftperceaue? Hi; 

Hera. Very well my Lord. 

Ham- Vppon the talke of the poyfoning^ 

Haro. 1 did very well note him. 



H: 



Han. 
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Ham, Ah ha,c6oie fomc mufique,corti the Recorders, 

?or ifthe King like not the Comedy ,v • 

phy then belike he it not perdy* . 
omc,tomc mufique, 

i^nt6r Rp[entr^HSy Gujldefifierne^ . 

^ Gujl, Good nny Lord,voutfafe mc a word with you. 

Ham, Sir a whole hiftory. 

Th^Kingfir^ 

J|j, Ham, 1 lir,what of him? - ; , . . 

Guyl, Is in his retirensvenc meruailous diftempred. 

With d rink c fir? 

^ Guyl. NomylordjWithchollcr, 

■; Ham. Your wifedome fhouldihew it feife more richer tofignific 
: ii {histo the DodtQrj^fer/oriwtQputhirn to hispurgation,wouldper- 
■ ^ -laps plunge him . . 

|i Good my Lord put your difcouiic into feme frame, 

: jAnd liare not fo wildly from my affaire. 

;! Ham, I am ramc fir, pronounce. 

|i : !■ if Guil, The Qncenc your mother in moft^great afHi(9:ion of fplrit, 
!’^j[j;|‘Jath fent me to you. 

:"; |J Ham» You are welcome. 

, G»^4Nay good my Lotd, this curtefic is not of the right breed, if 

|!itfhall pleafe you tomakemea whdfotncaunfvyer , I willdoeycur 
jmothers commaundement) if not;, your patdoii and niy rcturnc, fliall 
;ibe the endotbufiiiesi • 

\ }Aa?n, Siricannot. 

What my Lord. 

|i Han?, Make you a wholfome anfwer, my wits difcafd,but fir/uch 
. i!|infvvcrc as I can make, you fihail comm2und,or rather asyoufay>my 
; : ;j;nother, therefore noniorC;,buc to the macter,my mother you fay. 

; V Rof. Then thus flic faies, your behauiour hath firooke her into a- 
I jdazement and admiration. 

' ' 4 Ham. O wonderfuil fonne that can fo fionifli a mother! bucis 
; ‘ ‘H^cre no|fequdl at the hcelcs ofthis mothers admiration:' impart, 

, ! ; j ^^yrshedefirestofpeake wichyou mhcrclofct ere you go to bed. 

I Hr Ham,V<!^ Qiall obcy,vverc flic ten times our mother,bauc you any 
jrthertrade with vs? 

Rof, my Lord you once did louc me, 
yif .Ham, And doe ftill by ihcfc pickers and dealers# 
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Tr/nceof Denmarke. 

Kof, Goodmy Lord, whatisyoiircaufeofdiftemper, you dofurc-|| 

lybarre the doorevpon your owiic liberty, if you deny your griete^jj 
CO your friend. 

Sirliackeaduancement. 

"Rof How can that be when you haue thevoyccoftheKinghim- 

feife for your fuccefsion in Dennurkc. 

E?2ter the Players wtfhlXQCordeKs. ' 

Ham, I fir, but while the graffegrow'es^the prouerbe is fomeching^ 
iT.ufty,oh tJ-iC Recorders, let me fee one,to withdraw with you, why 
do you goe about to rccoucr the wind of me, as if you would dnue 

meintoatoyle? , , , ' . , mi 

Gml O my lord if my duty be toobold,my louc is too vnmancrjyi 
Ham, I do not well vndcrftand that, will you play vpon this pipe « * 
Guyl. My Lord I cannot. 

Ham. I pray you. 

Guyl, Beleeuemcicannot. 

Ham. Ibcfeech you. 

Guyl, Iknow no touch ofit my Lord# ^ ^ 

Ham, It is as efie as ly mg *, gouerne thefe ventages with your fin| 
gers, and the vmbcr.^iue it breath with your mouth;, and it willdiff 
courfe moft eloquent mufique, lookc you,jthcfe arc the ftoppes. 

guyl. But thefe cannot I commaand to any vtraiicc of harmoni^ 

I haue not the fitill. ^ ^ ■ - ■ - 

Ham, Why lookc you no w ho w yn worthy a thing you make 
me, you would play vpon me, you would feeme to know my flop 
you would plucke out the hart of my miflerie , you would found me^ 
from my loweft note to my compafTe, and there is much mufique ex 
cellet voice in this little organ, yet cannot you make itfpeak,s blooi 
doyouthinkcl am cafier to be plaid on then a pipe, call me whatir 
ftrumznt you wil,though you fret me not, you cannot play vpon m 
Cod blefTc you fir^ 

' Enter Volonius. * 

^ol. My Lord the Qneenc wouM fpeakc with you5& prefentl| 
Ham. Do you fee yoiuier cloud that’s almoft in ftiape ofa Cam< 
P^^/. By*th maffc and tislike a CamcU indeede, 

Hrfw, Me thinkesitis likeaWezell. • ' 

Ti?/, Ttisblacklikc a Wczcll, * " 

OrlikeaWhale. ^ 

Very like a Whale.. ^ 



r '-3 
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f The TragedieofllomUt 

|ri! cii I will come to iny mother by and by, 
isey fbo'.c me to the top of my bent,I will ceme by and by, 
ll^cauc me friends. 

|iwil!,lay fo. By and by is eafily faid, 

|[iSiiow the very witching time of night, 

I'Vhcn Chutcliyards yawne,and hell it fclfe brcakesouc 
I 'ontagion to this world : now could 1 drinke hote blood, 
•j>nd doe fueb bufinefle as the bitter day 
Vould quake to iooke on : foft,now to my mother, 
j 5 hart loofe not thy nature! let not cuer, 

!hc foulc of Af i*ij enter this firme bofome! 

.et me be cruelljnc’t vnnaturall, 

■|,Will fpeake dagger to her,but vie none, 
jty tongue and foulc in this be hypocrites, 
low in my words fomeuer Ihe be flicnf, 

' -Jo giue tnem fcalcs ncuer my foulc confent. 

: i ; ij] £f3ter King^Rofeneraus Guyldenjierut, 

King. I like him not, nor Bands it fafc with vs 
' ; iij'o let his madnefle range, therefore prepare you, 
Cyourcommiffion will forth- with difpatch, 
li nd he to England Ihall along with you, 

‘he tetmes of our eftatc may not endure vh 

lazerd fo n ect’s as doth hourcly grow, 

|)ut of his browes. 

Guyl), We will our felues prouidc, 
j loft noly and religious feare it is 
j 10 kcepe thole many many bodies fafe 
i'lhat line and feed vpon yourMaiefty. 

: T The fingle and peculier life is bound, 

Ifithall theflrength and armour of the mind 
I iio keepe itlclfcfrom noyance, but much more 
'■ 'ikat fpiritjVpon whole wealc depends and refts 
; ;| I |ic hues of many , the cede of Maicfty 
'I les not alone;buc like a gulfe doth draw 
; j; j |hat’s ncereitjwith it,orit is a maflte wheele 
' 1 « on the Ibninet of the higheft mount, 

, 1 1 whofe Hugh ipokes,tenn theufand ielTcr things 
' ' ' fc mortcift and adioynd, which when it falls, 

^ 
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Prince of vemnarke» 

Each fmall annexment, pety confequenca 
Attends the boyftrous raine,ncucr alone 
Did the King figh,but a gcncrall grownc. 

King.htmc you I pray you to this fpcedy voiage. 

For we will fetters put about this fcarc 
Which now goes too free-footed. 

We will bad vs. Exeunt Gent. 

Enter VolomUs. 

Tfl/. My Lord,he’s going to his mothers clofct. 

Behind the Arras He conuay my felfc 
To here the profleflc.rie warrant Ihcc'le tax him home. 

And as you faid, and wifely was it fayd, 

Tis meete that fome more audience then a mother. 

Since nature makes them partiall,lhould ore-hcarc 
Thefpecch ofvantagc;fareyou wellmy Lcige, 

rie call vpon you ere you goc to bed. 

And tell you what I know. Ex 'k, 

King. Thankes dccre my Lord. 
Ornyolfenccisranckcjitfmclstohcauen, . 

It hath the primall cldett cut Ic vppont, 

A brothers murthcr, p ray can T not. 

Though inclination be as (harp as will. 

My ftronger guilt defeats my ftronge entent. 

And like a man to double bufines bound, 

I Band in paufe where I lhall firft bcginnc, - 
And both ncglefi : what if this curfed hand 
Were thicker then it fclfe with brothers blood. 

Is there not raine enough in the fwcete Heauens 
To wafli it w'hitc as fnow^whereto ferues mercy 
But to confront the vifage of offence? 

And what’s in praier but ihistwo-fold force. 

To be foreftalled ere we come to fall, 

©r pardon being downc,thcn 1 Ic lookc vp. 

My faults is pad.but oh! what forme of prayer 
Cau feme my turnefforgiue me my foulc murthcr; 

That cannot be lince I am Bill poffeB 
Ofthofe affefts for which I did the murthcr; 

My Ci;owne,mine owne ambition,and my Queene; 

;%! 




^igedy of Haii-Jet 
May one be pardoned and retain t th'ofltcnce? 

In the corrupted currents of this world, 

Oi?.*nccs guidedhand may fhow' by iuftice. 

And ofc tis fee ne the w'icked prize it fclfe 
Biiyes cu • the law, but tis not fo aboue, 

Thercis no fliufling, there the arSlion lies 
'ijl. Inhistruenacurc,and weour fclucs compel d 
‘ ' |i Eucn to the teeth and forehead of our faults 
To giue in eiiidcncc: what thcn,what refts ? 

[ft Try what repentance can,what can it not, 

I Yet what can it, when one cannot repent? 

O wretched fiate,0 bolbme blacke as death, 
i,|, Olimcdfou!e,thatflrungling to be free, 

!ij Artmorcingaged 1 heipe Angles make aflay, 

I Bow ftubborne knccs'and hart with ftrings of ftcele, 
I Be fbft as finne wes of the new borne babe, 
f! All may be well. 
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SnterHantlet. 

Ham. Now might I doc it, but now a is a praying, 
ij And now lie doo’t, and fo a goes to heauen, 
ij[ And fo am I rcucndge,that would be fcand 
|j] A villamc kills my father, and for that, 

1 1 his foie fonncjdbe this fame villainefend 
!, To heauen. 

j Why, this isbafeand filly.- — ~ — notreuendge, 

I A tookemv father grofcly/ull of bread, 

In Withall his crimes broad blovvne.as flufh as May, 
ijjjAnd how his audit Hands vv'ho knowes fauc heauen,. 
ji But in our circumftancc and courfc of thought, 

^Tis heauy with him: and am, 1 then reuendged 
(|To take him in the purging o f his foule, 

’ i>:iji((Wbcn he is fit and feafohed for his paflage? 

^9, 

' ||yp fword,and know thou a more horrid hent, 

,.lj I ^jWhen he is drunke,a flcepc.or in his rage, 
m jOrin th'inceftious pleafureofhis bed, 
i:j iAt game, a fvvearingjor about fome adb 
[ ' ^ has no rdifli offahiatidn in t. 






Then trip him chat his heele mas kick at heauenf 
And that his foule may be as damnd and blacke 
As hell whereto it goes j my mother ftaics. 

This phifickc but prolongs thy fiekly daies« 

King, My words fly vp,my thoughts remainc below 
Words without thoughts neuer to heauen goe. Exit, 




ExHt 



Enter Gertrard and P /olenitis, 

Ptf/tf. A will come flraiedooke you lay home to him. 

Tell him his prancks haue beene too broad to beare withy 
And that your grace hath fereen'd and flood between* 

Much hcatc and bim,Ue filenceme eucn hccre. 

Pray you be round, 

EnterUamlet, 

€er. IlewaiceyoUjfearemenory 
With-draw,lhcare him comming. 

Hrfjw. Now mother.whatVthc matter# 

Qer, Hamlet ;dcto\x haft thy fath cr much offended. 

Ham. Motheryouhauemy father much offended. 

Ger. Comc,come,you anfwer with an idle tongue. 

Ham. Goe goe,you queftion with a wicked ton,-uc, 

Ger. Wily how now HrfWf/# 

What’s the matter now# 

Ger. Haue you forgot me# 

H(fw, No by the rood not fo. 

You arc the Qucene,your husbands brothers wife. 

And would it were not fo, you arc my mother. 

^r. Nay then Jle fet thofe to you that can fpeake. 

Ham, Come,comc,and fit you downe,you lhall not boudec, 
Yougocnot tilll fctyouvpaglaffc ^ ® * 

Where you may foe the moft partof you, 

(focjthou-wUt not raurthcr me# 

^^9, What hoc helps. 

How now,a Rat,dctd for a Diickatjdead. 

W. Olamflaine. v 

Gen O me, what haft thou done# 

Nay Iltnow not,is it \ 
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TTc fra^eqy 

O what a rafh and bloody dccde is this. 

Ham A bloody decdc, aImoft as bad good mother 
As kill a King, and marry with his brother* 

' As kill a King. • 

Ham, 1 Lady, it was nly word. 

Thou wretciied , rafh, intrudiog foole farcweilr 
I tooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune. 

Thou find ft to bee too bufie is fdme danger.- ' 

Leaiic wringing of your hands , peace fit you do^nci 
And let me wring your heart, for fo I (liall 
Ir it be made-of penetrable ttuffe, 

If damned cuftome haue nor braid itfo, 

That it be proofe and bulwark againft fence. 

^er. What haue I done, that thou dar ft wagge thy tongue 
In noyft fo rude againft 

Ham, Suchanadl ' ’ 

That blur res the grace and blufliof modeflyj 
Calls vertue hipocrit, takdsoftheRofe 
From the faire forhead of an innocent louc, ^ ' / 

And fets a bliftet there, makes manage vowes 
As falfe as dicers oathes, Oh fueh a deed! 

As from the body of contraftion pluckcs 
hj The very foulerandfwcec religion makes ■ 

I A raplody of words ; hcauens face doocs glow 
Ore this Iblidiry and compound mafle 
With'hcated viiage,as againft the doome 
Is thought-fick at (he a<ft. 

Quee^ Ay me what aft? 

' Ham. Tnat rbarcs fa low’de and thunders ih the Index^ 

. Looke here vpon this Piftirre, and on this, 

^ The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers, 
ySec whatagrace was featedon hisbrowc, 

■ Hiperiopts curies, the front ofloue him-felfe, . ;iiv j* - * 
An eye like Alars^ to threten and command, v 

Aftation like the herald ! .- v 

New lighted on a hcaues»a kisfing hill, 
jA combination and formcindeede^ . i' . 

j f Where cucry God didfeeme to fet his fcale 
"■‘^T^giuc^hcworldaffuranccofa man, , 1 
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This was yo»r husband, looke you now what followcs 
flcerf is your husband like a mildewed cate, 

Blaftin® his wholcfome brother ;haue you eyes? 

Could you on this faire mountaine leaue to feede. 

And batton on thisMoore ; ha, haue you eyes ? 

You cannot call it loue, for at your age 
The heyday in the blood is tame, it s humble. 

And waiics vpon the iudgement, and what judgement 
Would ftep from this to this ? fence fure you haue 
Els could you not haue motion, but fure that fence 
Is appopU xt, for madneffe would not erre 
Nor fcnc to extacie was nccrc fo thtal’d 
But it referu’d fome quantity of choyce 
Toferucinfuch a difference. What diuell waft 
That thus bath cofond you at hodmanJjlind ? 

Eyes without feeling, feeling without fight. 

Bares without hands, or eyes, fmelling fance all. 

Of but a fickly part of one true fence 

Could not fo mope. Oh fhamc! where is thy blufii ? 
Rebellious hell. 

If thou canft mutine in a Matrons bones. 

To flammgyouthjletvertue be as wax 
And melt in her owne fire,proclaime no fbamc 
When the compulfiue ardurc gmes the charge,; 

Since froft it felfe as a6liuely doth buine, 

And rcafon pardons will. 

ger. O tiamlet fpeake no more. 

Thou turn*ft my very eyes into my foul e, 

And there Ifee fuch black and greeued fpots 
As will leaue thci e their tin’ift. 

Ham. Nay but to line 
In therancke fweatofan inceftuous bed 
Scevved in corruption, honyingaiid making loue. 

Ouer the nafty ftic. 

Ger, O fpeake to mee no more, 

Thefe words like daggers enter in my MWS, 

No mere fweet Hamlet, 

Ham, A murthcrer and a villaine, 

A flauc that is nottweniith part the kyth 

H 






i!?'5 






I. ■! 



rfS^ i ■,VgZ ! U,^ Uf T lAlUXC^ - 
,;t!pr yeurprcccdcnt Lord, a vice ofKings, 

:|A cut-purfc of the Empire and the i ule, 
ijl phar /rom a flicife the precious Diadem ftola 
jiAHdput it in his pocket. 

Eft ter ^hefi, 

I. A King of ilireds and patches, 

'^ace me and houcr ore me with your wings 
I You heauenly gards : what would your gratious fiaurc? 
', 1 ^ Cer. Alaflc hce's mad. 

I Docyouc not come your tardy fonne to chide, 
j|jrhatlap’ftin time and paffionlets goc by 
.»'jh important a<ft:ng ofyour dread command.O fay! 

, Doe not forget: this vifitation 
’ ps but to whet thy almoft blunted purpof^ 
j^Btlooke, amazement on thy mether fits, 

I) ftep bctwecnc her,and her fighirig foule! 
ponceit in wcakefl bodies firongcftworkcs, 

“I pcakc to her Hrf»e/er. 

I Ham. HowisitwithypuLady? 
p ^er, Alafle how i'ft with you.? 

hat you doe bend your eye on vacancy, 
j'lirid with th’incorporall ayre doe hold difcourle, 

!i‘oorth at your eyes ypurfpirrits wildly peep, , . 

ijmd as the fleeping (ouldiers in th'aJarme, 

I'ourbcaded hairelikelifein excrements 
lUarts vp and (lands an cnd:0 gentle (bnne! 
i pon the heatcand flame of thy diftemper 
brmckie code patience,w hereon doe you lookc.? 

I» Ham. On him, on him,lockc you how pale he glares, 
]i|is forme and caufe coaioyncdprcaching to ftoncs 
I; fotijd make tiiem capable, doe not l,ookc vpon me, 

5l|:afl with this pittious ailion you conuert 
W ftcame c ffc£ls,thcn w hat ] hauc ro doc 
s^WiJl want tniecollour.tcarcs perchance for blood. 

I To w home doe you (peakc this? 

H. r.'v Doeyou fee nothing there.? 
i; i'Cotliing at a!J,yet all that is there I (ee. 
pfe: , j- did / nu nothing heated 

I . 'r. 1^;. nothing but oarfeiucs. 



-ill 






Prhee cf DenmArke, 

Ham, Why lookc you there, look'e how it ftcales av^ay. 

My father in his habit as he liuc’d, 

Looke where he goes,cuen now out at the portall. Exit Ghofi, 

Ger. This is the very eoynage of your braine. 

This bodilefll* creaclon,extacy is very cunning in 

Ha-». My pulfc as yours doth tcmperatly keepe time,. 

And makes as healthfuil muficke,it is not madneffe 
Thit I haucvtcred.bringmcto the teft. 

And the matter will reword,which madnelTc 
Would gambole fromiMoiher for loue of grace. 

Lay not that flattering vndlion to yourfoulc 
That not your trefpaffe but my madnefle fpeakes, 

It will but skin and filme the vlccrous place. 

Whiles rancke corruption mining all within 
Infers vnfcenctcopfcflc your leltc to hcauen. 

Repent what’s pafl,«iuoyd w'hat is to come. 

And doc not Ipread the compofton the weedes 
To make them rancker,forgiuc me this my vertue. 

For in the fatndlc of thefe purfie times 
V ertue it fclfe of vice muft pardon bcig. 

Yea curbe and wooe for Icauc to doc him good. 

G^r. O Ham/etltbou haft cleft my hart in twaine^ 

Ham. O throw away the worlcrpartofit. 

And Icauc the purer with the other halfe. 

Good nightjbut goc net tomy Vnclcs bed, 

AlTume a vertue ifyouhauc itnot. 

That monftcr cuftome,who all fence doth cate- 
Ofhabits dcuill,is angell yet in this 
That to the vfe of aiftions faire and good. 

He likcwifc giues a frocke or Liucry 
That aptly is put on torefraineHighr,^ 

And that (hall lend a kind of eafines 
To the next ab!lincncc,the next more eafie: 

For vfe alnioft can change the ftamp ofnature> 

^d Maifter the diuell.or throw him out 
With wonderoHS pot ency ; once more good cisbt^ 

And when you arc defirous tobe blcft, 
lie blefling beg of you,for this fame Lord 
i doe repent ; but hcauen hathplcafd itfg 
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The Tragedie of Hzmlct 

jTo punifli me with this>and this with me, 
hat I muft be their feourge and miniftcr, 

[l will bcliow him and will anfwcr well 
‘he death I gaue him.; fo againe good night 
Jl muft b: cruel! oncly to be kindc, 

?This bad beginncs,and worfcremaincs behind. 

.^One word more good Lady 
Whacfhallldot? 

Haw, Not this by no mcancs that I bid you doc, 

' 1 pLet the blowt King temp*t you againe to bed, 

I : llPinch wanton on your cheeke, call you his Moufc, 

P i l^' And let him for ap^iirc ofrccchy kiffes, 

j Or padling in your neckc with bis damn d fingers. 

’ ’I'Make you to roucil all this matter out 

i j•TbatIeflcntiallyanlnotinmadnc^^c, 

7' : ,pBut mad in craftjt were good you let h'rm know. 

: P .Foc who that’s bat a Qucenc,fairc,fpber, wife, 

! i I Would from apadda.ck,from aba^a gib, 

• Such dcarc conceruings bide, who would doc fo, 
pNo,in difpight of fence and fccrecy, 

; ; 1 Vnpcg the basket ori the houfes top^ 

fiXec the birds fly, and like the famous Ape, 

i 'Totry conclufions in the basket creepe, 

if And breakc your owne nccke downc. 

i jij Gsr, Be thou alTur’d,if words be made of breath, 

•!‘ And breath pflifcj haueno life to breath 
i hWhat thou haft fayd tome. 
h Ham. ImufttoEngland,youknowthat, 

, : Ger^ Alackc I had forgot, 

i, ; ll tris fb concluded on. 

jli; I % Ham. Thers letters feald,and roy twoSchooktcHowes, 

ii I! I will truft as I will Adders fang’d, 

bcarc the mandat, they muft fwcepe my way 
I j 1 1 ll&nd marfhall me to knauery : let it worke, 
tis tbefport to hauc the engincr 
; i|'i 'jiioift with his owne petar,an t fhall goc hard 
r I will deluc one yard belowc their mines, 

blow them at the Moone ; O tis moft fweecc 
|;i|;;|vhcn in one line tWo crafts diredlly mcctc, 



Pr/^ce ofDentmrke^ 

This man fliall fet me packing, 

lie lugge the guts into the neighbour roomc; 

Mother good night indeed, this Counfayler 
Is now moft ftill>moft fecret,and moft graue. 

Who was in life a moft foolifh prating knaiie. 

Come fir,to draw toward an end with you. 

Good night mother. Exit. 

Enter lOngyand Q^ene^reith Rofencrans 
and (jyldenflerne. 

King. There’s matter in thefefighes,thcfe profound I 
You muft tranflatc,tis fit wc vndcrftand them. 

Where is your fonne? 

Gert. Beftow this place on vs a little while. 

Ah mine owne Lord, what hauc I feene to nights 
King What Gertradj\\o^H dooes Hamlet^ 

Gert. Mad as the feaand wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier in his lawIcfTc fit, 

Behind the Arras hearing feme thing ftirre. 

Whips out his Rapier, cry eis a Rat, a Rat, 

And in this brainifh apprehenfion kills 
The vnfeene good old man. 

King, Oheauydeed! 

It had beenc fo with vs had we beene thcr^?. 

His liberty is full of threates to all. 

To you your fclfc,to vs, to cuery one, / 

Alas, ho w ftiall this bloody deede be anfwcr’d? 

It will be layd to vs,whofe prouidence 
Should haue kept fliort,reftraind,and out of haunt 
This mad young man;but fo much was our loue. 

We would not vnderftand what was moft fit. 

But like the owner of a foule difeafe 
Tokeepeitffom divulging, let it feede 
Eucnon the pith oflife: where is he gone? 

Gert, To draw apart the body he hath kild. 

Ore whom, his very madneffe like fbmepre 
Among amincrall ofmettals bafe, 

Sho wes it felfe pure,a weepes for what is done* 
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TheTrAgedyof}iiz\yA.^x. 

' ' lii^ foonct lliall the mountaines touch 

,|; i; |, But wee will Hyppe him hence, and this^ile deede 
.. Wee nmft vvitl, all our Maiefly and fkill Enter Rof,^ Gmll 

,,;i [Both countenance and cxcufe. Ho 
; li;.; Friends both, goe ioyne you with fomc further ayde 
5 , • fJ4w/efinmadneshathTi)/s»/«jflaine, ^ ’ 

; <Andfrom his mothers cloflct hath hcedrag d him, 
i Ij. Goe Iccke him out fpeake fay re and bring^he bod*y 
Chappell ; I pray you haft in this, 

; Come gertrard, wee’le call vp our wifcR friends, 

'lAnd let them know both what wee mcane to do 
I -And whacs vntimely done, 

!;jiWhofc wbifpcr orethc worlds Diameter* 
j! As leucll as the Cannon to his blanek, 

; ..Tranfpoits his poyfncdlhot, may mifle our name, 

„:' -And bit the woundlefTc ayre,0 come away, 

; |My fbulc is full of difeord and diimay. Exeunt, 

EnterViatnlety'Rafenemus and others. 

; Uam. Safely ftowd, but foftly,what noyfe, who calls on Vimltt f 
; ;0 hccrc they come# 

Rof. What haue you done my Lord with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compoundedit with dufl whereto ic is kin. 

1 '^ Rof, Tell vs where tis that w'cc may take it thence 
i' And beare it to the Chappell. * 

Ham. Donotbeleeueit. 

. l^of, Belceue what 

Ham. That I can keepe your counlaile and not mine owhe,bclides 
;:| pbedem3undedofaipungc, what replication fhould be made by 
, (‘'i^hefonneofaKiug. 

^ Kof i.T ake you me for a fpunge my Lord ? 

1 i I Jfit, that Ibkes vp the Kings countenance,.bis rewards, his 

^ Authorities, but fiich Officers do the King befi feruice in the end, he 
i ,:-^cepes them like an applein the corner of bis iaw,firft mouth’d to be 
' i fwallowcd, when he needs what you hauegleand, it isbut fquec- 

i ; ||ing you, and fpunge you fliall be dry againe. 

; I Ro/. I vnderfiand you not my Lord. 

: ‘'|f Ham. I am glad of ir,a knauifh fpecch neepes in a fbolifl? care. 

^ IRef My Lord, yoH'ttiuft tell vs where the body is, and 2:0 with vs 
i|atheKing> 



iit / t/j 

Ham, The body is with the IQng, but the King is not with the ,,/j 
body. TheKingisatbing, 

Gtyl. A thing my Lord. 3 k 

Ham, Ofnothingjbringmetobim. Exeunt, 

Enter King, and two or three. 

King. I haue fent to fecke him,and to find the body. 

How dangerous is it thatthis man goes loofe, 

Yetmuft not we put the ftrong Law on him, 

Hee’s lou’d of the difira6led multitude, 

Who like not in their iudgement^but their eyes. 

And where tis fo,th offenders feourge is wayed 
But neuer the offence : to beare all fmooth and cuen, 

Thiifuddaine fending him away muftfeeme 
Delioerate paufe,difeafes defperate growne, 

Bydefperate applyancearc rclicu’d 
Or not at all. 

Enter Rofencraus and aU the refi. 

How now', what bath befalnc.^ 

Ref. Where the dead body is beftowd my Lord 
We cannot get from him. 

Ktng. But where is he? 

Withoutmy Lord, guarded to know your plcafute. 

Kidg. Bring him before vs. 

Rof, Hoe,bringinthcLord. They Enter, 

King. Now where’s 

Ham. Atfuppcr. 

King, At fupper where. 

Haw. Not where he eatcs,but where a is eaten, a certaine conua- 
canon of politique wormes are cen at him : your worme is your only 
Emperour for dyer, we far all creatures clfc to fat vs, and we fat our 
feiues for maggots, your fat King and your leant beggerisbut varia. 
hie fcruicc,two difli'es but to one table, that $ the end. 

A!afrc,alafle. 

Haw. A man may fifh with the worme that hath catc of aKing, 
fifo that hath fodde of that worme* 

What doft thou meanc by this.^ 

Ham, Nothing but to Ihewyou howaKingmaygo a progreflc 

K t through 
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j I rje i ratrcuij-vj ^lanuvL — j*- 

t-p-- '.f ' ’i|,|through thc-gu«es of a beggar, " jd. . 

|iiiv'.ji| Kifi£. Where is Po/o»/«/ :» 

11® In heauen, fend thether to fee, if your meflenget find him 

|||l|iiot there, ieeke him fth other place your fclfe, but ifindeed you find 
not vthtbin this months you fhall nofe him asyou goeyppetlvc 

il^ iilliftayrcs into the Lobb 
^ Kwg, Goe feeke him there 
. i ■*: Ham. A will (lay till you come. 

i !'• 1 Ki»g. this deede for thine efpeciall fafety 

^^'jWhich wee do tender, as vt'ccdeerelygreeuc 
ij; ! ;||■iForthat which thou haft done, muft ieud thee hence ; 

' I. Therefore prepars thy felfc. 

The barkc is ready, and the wind at helpe, 

1^' Th’aflbtiats tend, and eucry thing is bent 
-%^ox Engh»(i. 

I; (■'’ Ham' Vox England 

' ' King. I Hamlet.. 

; I <; Ham. Good. 

■ |! I ■ King.' Soisitifthouknew’ftourpurpofcs. ^ 

' I Ham. I fee a Cherub that ices them, but come for England, 

; I Farewell deere mother. 

King. Thy louing father 

Ham, My mother, father and mother is man and wife, 

Man and wifeis one flefh, fo rnymother : 

Come for Extt- ' 

King. Follow him at foote, 

! • Tempt him with fpcede aboiird, 

* Delay it not. He haue him hence to night. 

1*1 Away, for cilery thing is fealri and done 

Thatelsleanesonthcaffaire,pray^ou make ha(T, 

■ And England if my loue thou hold’ II at ought. 

As my great power thereof may giue thee fence, 

I "'w ^snecyetthy Cicatrice lookes raw and red, 

' .AftertheDanifh f.vord, and^hyfreecawc 
; payes homage to vs, thou maift not coldly fet 

Our Tbueraigneprocefle,which imports at full 
By letters congruing to that effect 
‘if The prefent death of do it 

i For like the Hectique in tny Mood hee rages. 



lit*'' 
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And thou muft cure me till I know tis done. 
How ere my haps, my ioyes willnere beginne. 



Exit. 



Enter Eorti'nbraffe rrith his Armie ouer the Sta^. 

Vortin. GoeCaptair.e,fromracegieettheDaniIhKing, 

Tell him,' that by his lyccncc Fortmbrajfe 
Craues the conueyance of a promu d march 
Ouer his kingeiome, you know the rendezuous, 
Ifthathismaicfty would ought with vs. 

Wee fhall exprelfc our duty in his eye. 

And let him know fo. 

C 4 p. I will doo t my Lord. 

Eortin. Goefoftlyon. 

SnterHamlet,Rofencratts,&c. 

Ham. Good firwhofe powers are thefc? 

Cap. The are of Norway fir. 

Ham. How propofd fir I pray you ? 

Cap. Aainfl feme part o(?oland. 

Ham, Who commands them fir/ 

Cap. The Nephe w to old Norway^ Fortinbrajfe. 

Ham. Goes it againtt the maine o{Voland^\x'i 

Or for fomc frontire ? j i. • 

Caf. Trijely to fpeake, and with no addition. 

We goe to ga* ne a little patch of ground 

That hath In it no profit but the name 

To pay fiue duckets, fiue I would not farme it? 

Nor will ityecld to Norv^ay or the Vole 

A rancker rate, (hoiild it'^bee iould in fee*^ 

Viam, W' hy then the Vollacko neuer will defend It. 

Cap. Yesitisaheadygarifond. r a a ^ 

Warn- Two thoufand foinles and twenty thoufand duckets 
Will not debate the qucflion;of this firaw, 

This is tlumpoftumc ot much wealth and peace. 

That inward breakes and fh^w^s no caufe w iihout 
Why the man dies .1 humbly thanke you fir. 

Cap, Godbuyyoulir;\ / 

R<?/1 Wil t pleafe you got my Lord? 

Viam, llcbe with yquftraight, goealirdebtforCf 

How alloccafions doinfortinc.againft mec, 

' -K 



.;b) fpur my dull rcuenge. What is a man 
fe ; chicfc geod and market of his time 

II- bcaft,oo more.* 

||} fflSure he that made vs with fuh large difeourfe 
f?| a tooking before and after, gauc vs not 
4i?p f bat capability and God-likcreafon 
i| i! ®fo fuf^ in vs vnufd,now whetKcr it be 
obliuion,or lome crauen fcrupic 

■ Df thinking too prccifely on th’euent, 

f ^ thought which quartered hath but one part wiltiomc, 
,|And eucr three parts coward, I doe not know 
ijjA^hyyctl liue to fay this thing’s to doe, 
jith 1 haue caufc ,and wil and ftrength^and meanes 
' 'lo doo’tjcxamplcs grofle as earth exhort me, 

,1 Vitnes this Army offuch mafle and charge, 
j v-ed by a delicate and tender Prince, 

^.Vhofe Ipirit with diuinc ambition pufc, 

■ ;4akcs mouthes at the inuiliblc euent, 
:!xpofingwhatisniortalJ,andvnfiire, 

. 'o all thatfortunc, death and danger dare, 

, ! ;<':|uenforanEgge-fhcll.Rightlyto begreat, 
ii|'s not to ftirre without great argument, 

; i!|jlut greatly to find quarrell in a ftraw 

yhen honour’s at the flake. How Hand I then 
:;p’’hat haue a father kild,a mother flaind, 
j ji'xcytements of my reafbn,and ray blood, 

, ■ ,nd let all fleepe, while to my fhame I fee 
, p’he iminent death of twenty thoufand men, 
j .hat for a fantafic and tricke of fame 
, ,i,jioc to their graucs like beds, fight for a plot 
I ! ‘ ji^hereon the numbers cannot try the caufc, 
jjjl^hich is nottombe enough and continent 
,, I hide the flaine.O from this time forth, 

thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. 

i 1 : 'u 

i| i'l EffterHoratio,Gertrard,aKd a 

\ ,pQ«<?e. I will not fpeakewith her. 

She is importunat, 

jiiccd diftra61,hcr moodc will nccdcs bepittied. 




Exit. 



VrheecfDeumarhe* 

Q^ee, What would fhe haue? 

Cent. ,She fpeakes mudi of her father, fayes fhcc heatca 
There’s tricks i’th world, and hems, and beats her heart. 

Spumes cnuioufly at flrawes, fpeakes things in doubt 
That carry but halfc fence, hcrfpeech is nothing. 

Yet the vnfhapcd vfc of it doth mouc 
The hearers to colle<51ion, they yawne at it. 

And botch the words vp fit to their owne thoughts. 

Which as winckes, and nod$,and geflures yecld them, 
indeede would make one thinkc there might be tliought 
Though nothing fare, yet much vnhappily. 

Hof a. Twere good fhe were fpoken with, for (he may flrew 
Dangerous contefliires in ill-breecding mindcs, 

Let her come in 

Eater Ophel’a. 

Quee. ‘ To ray fickcfoulc, as finnes true nature is, 

‘ Each toy (eemes prolpgueto fome great amiffe, 

‘So full ofartlcfle iealofic is guilt, 

‘Itfpillsitfclfe, infearingtobcfpilt. 

Opij. Where is the beauteous Maiefly of Denmarke? 

Ouee. How now Ophelia. Jhe fiags. 

Oph. How flrould I your true louc know from another one, 
Byhiscocklc hat and 0afifc,and hisSendall fhoone, 

Qfiee. Alaffe fweet Lady, what imports this fong t 

Oph. Say you, nay pray you maike. 

He is dead and gone Lady,.he is dead and gone,- Song, 

At his head a grafle grecne turpb, at his hceicsaflone. 

Oho. 

Qaec. Nay but Ophelia. 

Oph, Pray you markc. White his fhrovvdas the mountainc iliow. 

Eater King. 

Qaee. Alafle lookehceremy Lord» 

Larded all with fweet flowers, 

hich bewceptto the ground did not go- Soni. 

With true louefhower^ # 

ter I ■ they fay the Owle was a Bakers daugh- 

God bcltyrurtabll vvhat wemay be,' 
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The Tragedy of W^ivnltt 

Krfg. Conceit vpon her Father* 

Ophif: Pray lees hauc no words of this, but when they askeyon 
whac it mcanesjfay you this. 

To morrow is S. Valentines day. Song. 

All in the niorning berime. 

And I a mayd at your window 
To be your Valentine. 

Then vp he rofc,and dond hiscIofc,and dupt the chamber door^ 
Let in the maide,thac out a maide,neucr departed more. 

Kmg. Vvwy Ophelia. 

Ophe. Indeed without an oath He make an end on't, 

By gis and by Saint charity, 
alackcandfie forO?amc,. 

Young men will doo’t if they come too’t, 
by Cocke they arc too blame« 

CLloch flie.beforeyou tumbled me,yoii promifd me to wed^ ' 
(Heanfwcrs J Sofliould I a donebyypnder funnc ' ' 

And thou hadii not come to my bed. 

Ki>ig. How long hath flie beenc thus^ 

Oph.l hdpe yi will be well, we muft be paiient,but I cannot chufc 
but weepe to thinlce they would lay him i’th cold ground my bro- 
ther (hall know bf it, andfolthankcyouforyourgoodcounfailc. 
Come my Coach, God night Ladies, God night. 

Sweet Laides^ God nighr^God night. 

Kwg, Follow her cIofe,giuc her good watch I pray you. 

O this IS the poyfon of deepc gricfe, itfprings all fi*om herFatbers 
deathjand now behoId,0 GertrardyGertrard^ 

When forrowes come, they comettotfinglerpies, 

But in bactalians i firfi her Father flninc, 
Next^yourfonncgonCjand he moft violent Author 
Ofhis owne iuft remouc,the people muddied 
Thick and vnwholcfome in thoughts,and vvhilpers 
For good '^olonms death. *and w'C haue done but greenly 
In huggerenugger to inter him: pbore Ophelia 
Deuided from herfelfe^and her fairc iudgemenc, 

Without the which we^re pi61:arcs,or mecre beads, 

Laft,and as much contayning as ai! thefc. 

Her brother is in fecrec come from France, 



JL t *'r*uu tiC^ 

wants not buzzers to infc6l his earc 
With peftilent fpcechcs ofhis fathers death. 

Wherein neceffity of matter beggerd. 

Will noihii'g flick our pcifbn to a’^raigne 

In earc and eare : O n>y deare Certrard, this 

Liketo amurdring-pecce in many places 

Giues me fupcrfluous death. zA noyfe within. 

Enter a mejfenger. 

Attend, where arc my bwiflcrs,let them guard thedoore. 
What is the matter? 

Me^en. Saue your fclfe my Lord. 

TheOcean oiier-pecring of his lift. 

Bates not the flats with more impetuous baft 
Then young Laertes in a notous bead 
Ore-beares youi Officers ; the rabble call him Lord, 

And as the world were now but to beginne. 

Antiquity I'orfot, cuftome not knownc. 

The latifiers and props ol euery word. 

The cry thoole we , Laertes fhall be King, 

Caps, hands and tongues apptau’d it to the clouds, 

Laertes (hall be King, Laertes King. 

Howr chcerefully on the falfc.traile they cry. A ntije withia. 
O this is counter, you falfe Danifti dogges. 

• Enter Laertes with others. 

King, The doores are broke. 

Laer. Where is this King firs ftand you all without. 

tAil. No Jets come in. 

Laer, I pray you giue mec'lcauc. 

Wewill, we will. 

Laer, I thankc you ; kcepe the doore, O thou vil? ATing, 

Giue me my father. 

Q^e, CUmcly good Laertes. 

Laer. That drop ofblood chats calmeproclaimes me Baftard, 
Cries cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 
^en hcere beeweene the chaft vnfinei ched browc 
Ofmy true mother. 

WhacisthcaufeLrferte/ 

That thy rebellion lookes foGianc-Iike ^ 
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If I'CtlumgoeG'^r^rrfr^^, donotfearcolirpcrfon, 

'i! V There’s fiich diuinity doth hedge a King, 

That treafon cannot pcepc to what it would, 
jA<5l’slitclcofhiswiII,telimcL(tmf/ 

, V I ! * hus incenft, let him goe C7<?/-t>‘W, 

l''|‘ Speakcraan. ’ 

L^er* Where is my father / 

’id Kifi£. Dead. 

,,;j Qugf. But not by him, 

I I Kt/tg. Let hiaademaund his fill. 

i l.| Laer, How came he dead? lie not be iiigled with 
'j];;Tohellalegiance,vowcstothebJackcftdiuell, ’ 

i >1 iConfcience and grace, to the profoundeft pit 
, 4il dare damnation, to this poynt I ftand, 

■ That both the worlds I giue to negligence, 

I/;; Let come what comes, onely He be rcuengd 
, £|^oft throughly for my father, 

* }|: Kiftg. Who flaall (lay you 
i. Laer. My will, not all the worlds r 
‘I I; And for my meanes lie husband them fo well, 

;V-^' riic (hall goc farre with little . 

'T; Ki»g. Good L<t<frf«,ifyou delire to know the certainty 

li'i iOf your deere father, i’ll writ in your rcuenge, ^ 

I . V 'That (bopc-(lakc, you will draw both friend and foe 
nWinner and loofer. 

I >('• letter. None but his enemies. 

' i Will you know them then? 

' "L.aer. To his good friends thus wide Tie ope my armes, 

I And like the kind life- rendering Pelican, 

^ I'fc'lcpaft them with my blood. 

, I 'rl Kingf Why now you (peake 

^i''|ikc a good child and a true Gentleman. 

' Uyhat I am guiltlclTe of your fathers death, 

; ^i!!id am in )(1 leneibic in gricfc for it, 

I ')( ](ha!l as leuell to your iudgement pcare 
|;-||;sdaydoo«toyourcye. , A n<yfe within. 

; . ; ' Enter Opheiitt, 

' Hi Lee 

, . : now wh« noy fe is that ? 

"A 

Mi _____ 



Prime $fDeM}ftArke. 

O beate,dry vp my braines.tear cs feauen tunes laic 
Butne out the fence and vertue of mine eye. 

Byheauen thy madnes (hall bepayd w'ith weight 
Tilloutfcale turne the beame. ORofe ofMay, 

Peere roayd.kind fitter, fwcet Ophelia, 

O heauensjift polfible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall as a poore mans liPrf 
Ophe. They bore him bare-fac’d on the Bcere, Song. 

And in h>$ graue rain’d many a tears, 

Fare you well my Doue. 

.Laer. Hadft thou thy wit's, and did’ftperfwade rcuenge 
It could not mooue thus. 

Ophe. Y ou mutt fing a downe a downe. 

And you call him a do wnc a. O how the wheele becomes it. 

It is the falfc Steward that ftole his Maifters daughter, 

Laer, This nothing’s more then matter. 

Ophe. There s Rofemary,tbat for remem brance,pray you louere. 
member, and there is Pancics,thatsfor thoughu. 

Laer. A document in madne$,thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Ophe. There’s Fennill for you, and Colcmbines , there’s Rewc for 
you,& heere’s fome for me, we may call it herbe of Grace a Sondaies, 
you may wcare your Rewc with a difference, there’s a Dafie, I would 
giue you fome Violets, but they witherd all when my Father dyed, 
they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my ioy, 

Lear. Thought and afflictions, palHon, hell itfelfe 
She turncs to fauour and to prcttinelle, 

Ophe. And will anotcomcagainc. Song. 

And will a not come againe, 

No.no.hc is dead, goc to thy death bed, 

He neuer will come againe. 

His beard was as white as fnow. 

Flaxen was his pole. 

He is gone.hc is gone, and we caft away mone, 

Qod a mercy on his foule,and all Chriuians foules, 

God buy yous. 

Lw. Doe you this O God. 

I mutt commune with your gtlefe, 

Oryou deney tne tight, goe buta part. 
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^rije Tragedy ^hamlec 

Make choice of whomeyour wifcft friends you wi J] 

And they (Kail heare and iudge twixtyou and me * 

, Ifby dircdiiorbycolaturatihand ’ 

I They find vs touchc.wc will our kindomegiiic, 

; Our crovvnc,ourlife,and a!I that wc call ours 

To you in fatisfa(5i:ion ; but ifnot, 
i Be you content :o lend your patience to vs, 

And wc Iball ioyntly labour with your fbuJe 

To gi#: it due content. 

Laer. Let this be fo, 

, His meanes of dcath,his obfeure funeral), 

^ No trophje, fword, nor hachment ore bis, bones, 

I No noble right,nor formall ofientation. 

Cry to be heard as twcrc from hcauca to earth, 
j Thatimuft call’tin queftion. 

I Kin, So you fliall, 

! And where th'OffenceiSjlct the great axe fall. 

I pray you goe with me. , Exeunt. 

Enter Horatio and others. 

Hora, What are they that would (pcakc with me:^ 

Gen. Sea-faring men fir,ihcy fay they haue Letters for yew, 
Hora^ Let them Gomc in. 

I doc not know from what part of the world 
I fliould be greeted. Ifnot from lord En$er Sayters 

Say. God blcfle you fir. 

Hora. Lee him blcflfe theeto. 

Sty. A fliall fir and pleafe bim,rficre’s a Letter fbryoii fir, it came 
from th Embaffador mat was bound For England , if your name bee 
f Horatio^as I am let to know it is. 

Hor.Horat/O:, when thou (halt haueoucr-look’t this,giuc therefel- 
iowesfumc meanes to the King, they haue Letters for him : Ere wee 
were two daies old at Sea, a Pyrat of ycry warlike appoiinnicnt gaue 
vs chafe , finding our felucs too flow offailc, vveput on a compelled 
valour, and in the grapple I boorded them , on the inftant they got 
, cleerc ofour fhip, fb I alone became their prifoner^ they haue dealt 
with me like thceues ofmercy, but they knew what they did:I amco 
doea turnc for them, let the King haue the Letters 1 haue fetit, and 
.repay re thou to mee with as much fpeed as thou wouldfl fly death# 
Ihauc wordstofpeakem thine care wil make thcc durable, 



Exeunt. ( 

I 



Frmce of uemiarke. ■ 

. much too light for the bord of the matter , tkefo good follow cs U 
Ll bring thee vihctc Um, %ofencraus znd guilderflernehold^eiiclf, 
courfcforEngland,of them I haue much to tell thee.farwcll. 

So th4t thou kpotveji thine Hamiet. | 

Hera. Come I w ill make you way for thefe your letter*, |i 

And doo’t the fpeedict that you may dirca me 

To him from whomc you brought them. 

EnterKing and Laertes, 

YSng. Now mufty our confcience my acquittance feale. 

And you muft put me in your heart for friend, 

Sith you haue heard and with a knowing earcj 
That he which hatli your noble father flat'^c 
Putfued my life. 

Lar. It well appeares : but tell me 
Why you proceedc not againft thefe f cates 
SocriminallandfocapitaH in nature. 

Ashy your fafcty,grcatncs,wifdomejall thing* cIs, 

You mainly were ftiir’d vp. 

Ofortvvdfpeciallrcafons 
Which may to you perhaps feeme much vnfinnow 
But yet to me tha’r ftrong,thc Queenc his mother 
Liues almoft by his lookes.and formy fclfe, 

My vertue or my plagucjbc it either which,' 

She isfo concliueto my life and foulcj 
That as the fiarre raooues riot but in his fphcrc 
1 could not but by her,the other metiue, 

Why to apnbliquc count I might not goe. 

Is the greadoue the gcncrall gender beare hiiHy 
Who dipping all his faults in tlicir affeflion, 

Woike likethc fpring thatturnethyvood to ftone,-, 

Gonuert his Giucs to graces, fo that my artowes , 

Too flightly tymbered for fo loued armes. 

Would haue reuerted to my bow againe. 

But not where I haueaym’d them. 

Lder. And fo haue I a noble father loftj' 

A filler driuen into defperat termes, 

VVnofewortbjifprayfos may goe backc againe 

1*3 




I 



{li 1 






Stood 
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The Trendy ^/ Hamlcr~ 

vf" 'jf cha/lcngcr on njoiint of ati the age 

' iii'S my reticnge will come. 

Breake not your flecpes for that, you mu/1 not thinke 
pi; fr(!; That W€ are madeof/tuffefo flat and dull, ^ 

. That we can let our herd bt /hoolce with danger, 

!' ''•■1 P®^*'^c,yoii fhorclyflaallhearcmore, 

1<f ^ wc loueourfclfe, 

\\ Ahd' that I hope will teach you to imagine. 

:: kf • . ° 

\ 'I : _. 

' ' c»tef a (JHtjfsnger mth Lstters. 

Jldefi, Tlielc to your Maieffy,this to the Queenc. 

King, From Hamletywho brought them? 

Afejfe, Saylers my Lord^ hey (ay,I faw them not, 

„ They were giuen me by ^/Ww,hc receiued them 
j:.: Of him that brought them. 

. Laer :es you fh all hcare them : leaue vs. 

„ High and mighty, you fliall know I am fet naked on your kin<»dome 
; ;| to morrow /hall I begge leaue to feeyour kingly eyes, when**!/}!!!/ 
1 j • pardon, thcrc-vnto recount the occafion of mvfud’ 

I dame returne. ^ 

K/ng. What /hould this meane,are all the reft come backc, 

• ij; Orisitfomeabiifc,andnofuchthing.? , ‘ 

Laer. Know you the hand.^ ■ 

Kfng, TisHam/ef/c3va(5icr. Naked, 

And in a poftfeript here he faics alone, 

, Canyondcuifeme? 

, 1 , Laer, lamloftin itmy Lord,butlcthimcorae, 

.1,. , It warmes the very fleknes in my heart 
' ' i;j That I liue and tell him to his teeth. 

Thus didftthou. 

^ Ifit be fo 

,'^.i As how fhould it be fojhow otherwile, 

V -j;f Willyou be rul’d by me? 

, Laer. I my Lord,/b.you will not ore-rule me to a peace, 
fjijkl To thine ownepcaccjifhc be now returned, 

I !' piAs liking no t his voyage,and that he meanes, 

jNo more to vnder take it,I will worke him 
■ cxploytjiiow ripe in my deuift, 

|:;|!jKndcf the which he IhiiUnotciioolc but Wl: 



: ^ 



And. 



Pr/ffce ofDenmerhe. 

And for his death no wind of blame ftiall breathe, 
But eucn his mother flhall vneharge the pra^lifc. 

And cnl' it accedent. 

laer. My Lord I will be rul’d, 

The rather if you could dcuifeit fo 
That I might be the organ. 

King. It falls right, 

You haue bcenc talkt of fince your trauailc much. 
And that in Camlets hearing for a quality 
Wherein they (ay you ftiinc, your fumme of parts 
Did not together plucke fuch enuy from him 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Ofthe vnworthieft fledge. 

"Leer. What part is that my Lord ^ 

King. A very riband in the cap ofyouth. 

Yet needfull too, foryouth no lefle becomes 
The light and carelelfe liucry that it wcarcs 
Then fettled age, his fables, and his weedes 
Importing health and grauenes ; two monthes flnee 
Heere was aGcntleman of Normandy y 
lhaue fccnc my felfe , and feru’d againft the French, 
And they can well on hotfe-backe, but this Gallant 
Had witch-craft in t, he grew vnto his featc, , 

And to fuch wondrous docing brought his hor/e. 

As had he becne incorp’fl, and demy-natur’d 
With the brauc bead, fo farre he topt me thought. 
That I in forgery offiiapes and tricks 
Comefhortof what he did. 

L<*er. A Norman waft? 

^ng. A Norman. 

l^aer, Vponmy lifeL<«»t>rfll. 

The very fame. 

laer, I know him; well he is the brooch indeed^ 
And leinofall tlicNation, 

He made confefsion of you. 

And gaue you fuch a maittcrly report 
^“"art and exercife in your. defence. 

And for your Rapier moft cfpeciall, 
hat he cry d out t’would be a light ir deed 



.-.n 



^ r. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 
% I^*one could match you ; the 5crimcrs of their nation 
II He 1 wore had neither motion, guard, nor eye, 

Itll ’ oppofd them ; fir this report ofhis 
i ||t Did Hamlet fo enuenom with bis enuy^ 
i || ! That he could nothing do, but wifii and beg 
I ^ t Your fodaine commingorc to play with you. 
f S ; Now out of this, 

: 1^1 Laer. What out of this my Lord ? 

i was your father, deere to you 

. I |tj Orareyou like thepainu:)gofaforrowe, 

|| A face without a heart ? 

: 1| 'Laer^ Why aske you this ? 

t'i Not chac I thinke you did not lone your father, 

-yil But chat Iknow, lone is bcgiuineby time, 
r i: And that I fee in paffages- of proofc, 

Sy-p Time quallifies the fparike and fire ofit, 

^ 7 Thereiiues wdthin the Yery flame of fouc 
’ ; 5 : A kindofwccke orfnufFe tbacwillabace ic, 
i!i'- ^ And nothing is at a like goodnes ftill. 

For goodnes growing to a plurifie, 

] ; Dies in his ownc too much, that we would doe 
■ We fhould doe when wee would : for this would changes, 
'B And hath abatements and delayes as many, , 
n As there are tongues, are hands, are accedents, 

I * ‘ And then this fhould is like a fpend-tbrifts figb^ 

' ' : That hurrs by eafing ; but to the qiiicke of thVlcer, 

I' l: ; Hamlet comes back what would you vndertakc 
\ i^ To fhow your fcife indeed your fathers fonne 
; 1 More then in words ? 

‘ Laer, To cut his throat i'thChurch* 

Kmg. No place indeede fhould raurther fanftiiarize, 
Reuengde fliould haiie no bounds .* but good Laertes 
i Will you doe this, keepe clofe within your chamber 
i ; return’d, fhall know you are come home, 

! Wecic put on thofe fliall praife your excellence. 

And fet a double varnifli on the fame 
The french man gaiie you ; b^ing you in in fine logcthcr 
And wager ore your heads ; he acingremifie, 

Moft generous, and free from all contriuing, 




PrinteofDenmarke. 

Will notperufe the foylcs,fo that with cafC| 

Or with a little fliuffling,you may choofc 
A fword vnbated,and in a pace of praftife. 

Requite him for your Father, 

Laer. Iwilldoo’t, 

And for the purpofc,Ilc annoynt my fword. 

1 bought an vnftion of a Mountibanckc 
So mortalI,that but dippe a knife in it, 

Where it drawes blood>no Cataplafmc lb rare 
Collcfted from all fimplcs that hauc vertuc 
Vndcr the Moone,can fauc the thing from death 

Thatisbutfcratchcwithall,IIetutch my point . . . 

With this contagion , that if I gall him (lightly, it maybe death- 
King. Lets lurcher thinke of this. 

Wey what conueiance both of time and mcancs 
May fit vs to our (hape if this fhould fayle. 

And char our drift lookcthrough our bad performance^ 
Twercbetternot afTayd.Thcreforc this pfoic(5kt 
Should haue a backc or fecond that might hold 
If this did blaft tn proofc ; loft let me fee. 

Wee le make a folemnc wager on your cunnings, 

1 hau*c,whcn in your motion you are hotc and dry> 

As make your bouts more violent to that end, 

And that he calls for drinke,Ilc hauc prefod him 
A Challicc for the once, whereon bu t lipping, 

If he by chance clcapeyour venoin d ftucke, 

Ourpurpofe may hold therc;but ftay^what noyfe^ 




Enter Q^ene. 

Qnee. One woe doth tread vpon anothers hcele. 

So fall they follow ^ yourSifters drownd Laertes. 

Drown d,0 where? 

Q^e^ There is a Willow growes afeaunt the Mtooke>. 
That fliowcs his hoary Icaucs in the glafly ftreamc,. 

There with fantaflique garlands did (he make 
OfCrowflowcrs,NectIes,Da(ies,and long Purples 
That libcrall Shepheardsgiue a grofler name, 

But pur cull-cold maydes doc dead mens fingers call diem 
T'hcrc on thopendant boughes her coronet weeds 






Clambw^ 
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Tk Triigedy ofViAxtAti 

Clambcing to haHg,an eijuioiisilucr broke, 

When downe her weedy trophxs and her fcJfe, 

Fell in the weeping Brooke, her clothes rp>red wide. 

And Mcrmaidc-!ike a while they bore her v p. 

Which time flic chaunted fnatches of old laudes> 

As one incapable of her ownediftrefle. /. 

Or likea crcatiue natiue and ihdewed . 

Vnto chat element, but long it could not be. 

Till that her garments heauy. with their driake, 

! Puld the poore wench from her melodious lay i 

To mudely death. 

Laer. Alas then is flic drownd.^ 

Q^e. Drbwndjdrownd, f 

Lar. Too much of water haft thou poorc 
And therefore I forbid my tcaresj but yet 
It is our tricke, nature her cuftomc holds. 

Let fliarae fay what it will, when thefe are gone. 

The woman will be out, Adiew my Lord, 

1 hauc a fpeccha fire that fainewould blafe, 

But that this folly drownes it EfXit, 

Yifng. Let’s follow Gertrard, 

How much I bad to doe to calme bis rage. 

Now fearc I this will gine it ftart.a^aine. 

Therefore lets follow. 

Enter tw(f Qlewnes, 

Clowne. Is flic to be buried in Chriftian bufW^^jWhen flic wilMy 
feckes her ownc faluationf ^ 

Othe.\tQ\{ thee flic is,rhcrfarc make her grane ftraight, the crow* 
ner hath fate on her, and findsit Ghriftian bnriall. 

How can that bcjvnlcffc flic drown’d herfclfc in her owns 

defence. 

Oth, "Why tis found fo. 

' Clow. Itmuftbefooffendcd^It canHOtbcclfe,fothcerclyesthe 

! poynt,if I drowne my lelfc wittingly, it argues an aft, and an 

;* tbrcebranches,itissoaft,todoc,topcrformc,oralljflic drowndwt 

i felfc wittingly. 

I 0/i&. Nay .buchcare you good man delucr. j i, 

Clew^ Gius me leauc, here lies the w»ier > good, here flanas t e 



TrmteofB€Hm*rke, 

jnan,good, if the man goe to this water & drowne himfelfe, it is wiU < 
he nill he.he goes,markc you tbat,but if the water come to him, and 
drowne him, he drownes nothimfclfc, argali, he that is not guilty of 
bis ownc death.ftiortens not his ownc life. 

Oth. But is this law? , 

riow. Imarryi’ft.Crowners queftlaw, 

Oth. Will you ha the truth an’t^f this had notbccne a gentlcwo- | 

n)an,fliefhouldhaue bio buried out a Chriftian burial!. ! 

Clow. Why there thou fayft, and the more puty that great folkc ] 
fliould hauc countenance in this world to drown or hang thcmlclues, 
more the* their cuen Chriften ; Come my fpade, there is no aunci- |: 
cBt gentlemen but Gardners, Ditchers, and Graue-rnakers,they bold j 
vp Adams profclflon. 

Oth. Was he a gentleman? 

Clow. Awasthefirftthateuerborearmes. 
lleput another queftion to thce,if thou anfwcrcft me not t6 the pur- | 
pole, confeffe thy felfc. I 

Oth. Goe to. ( 

Chw. whatis he that builds ftronger then either the Mafon, the | 

5hipwright,or the Carpenter. 

Oth. the gallowcs-makcr, for that oiit-liucs a thoufand tennants. 
Clew. I like thy wit well in good faith, the gallowes doocs well, 
but how doocs it well ? It doocs well to thole that do ill , now thou 
dooftill to fay the gallowes is built ftronger then the Church, argal, 
thegallowcs may doe well to thee. Took againe,come. 

Other. Who buildcs ftronger then a 'Mafon, a Shipwright, ora 
Carpenter. 

(Tob’. 1, tell me that and vnyt)S%. 

Oth. Marry now 1 can tell. 

Oth. Too’t. 

C/oB>,Ma{re I cannot tell. 

C/oB’, Cudgell thy braines no more about it, for your dull afle will 
not mend his pace with beating,and when you ate askt this queftion 
ntxt,fay a graue-makcr,the houles he makes laft tell Doomefday, 

Goe get thee inland fetch me a foopc of Uquer. 

In youth wheni did loue did louc. Song, 

Me thought it was very fwcet 
To contraft O the time for a my behouc, 

Ojne thought ^hcic a was notbwg » meet. 
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The Tragedy 
Sf/terHamUtan^Horaeiv 

Ham Has this fellow no feeling of his bufines ? afings in graue- , 

*” HorS. CuHome hath made it In him a property of e'afiftes. 

H?. Tis cen lb, the hand oflitdc imploiment hath the daintier f«ce 

^hw. But age with his ftcalingfteppes Song.. ‘ 

■ hath clawed mee in his clutch. 

And hath (liipped me into the land, 
as if I had ueucr becne fuch. 

Warn. That skull had a tongue in it, and could ling once, how the. 
knaue iowles it to the ground,as if twerc iaw-bonc, that did 

thefirft murder : this might be ^ pace of a polliticia, which this Affe 
now ore-reaches . one that would circumuent God, might it not? 
Hora. It might my Lord. . 

Warn Or of a Courtier, which could fay good morrow my Lord; 

how doft thou fweet Lord ? T his might be my Lord fuch a one, that 
praifed my lord fuch a ones horfe whe ament to beg itrtmghtitnot? 

Hora. I my Lord. , a'.i i 

Wby ecn fo, & now my Lady wormes Choples,« knockt 

about the mazer with a Sextens fpadc j beet’s fine rcuolution and 

wc had the trick to fee t, did thefe bones coft no more the breeding, 

1 but to play at loggits with them t mine ake to thinke ont. 

• Apiclcaxandafpadcafpade, Song. 

for and a flirowding Ihect, 

O a pit of Clay for to be made 

wherebehisq lidditiesnow, hisqiifUities, bis 
trickes ? why doocs he fu% this mad knauenow 
bout the fcolce with a durty Ihouclljand will not tell ^ 

onofbatteryrhum.tbis fellow might be s f^ubilvou- 

Land, with his Statutes, his you. 

i chetSjhis recouenes, to haue his fine pate, full of fin . ■ 

: chers vouch him no more ofhispurchafes gt doubles th 

and breadth ofapayre of Indentures ? Tne 
j Lands will fcarcely lye in this box„ and nauft th inheritor 
!' haucnomorcfha. 

Hor4. Nora iot more my Lord. ^ 

Ham. Is not p^chment made of ihecpc-sKiBnesT 
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tmcecfvenwarke, | 

rthiDkcitbethineindeedefotthoulycftint. _ 

•Cto- Yoiilyeo.it ont 6r, and thcrefored, not yoursjfor my 

’ ‘‘C tC « I* tai »"■* *' , 

Ham. What man doft thoa digge it for ? 

Clow. For no man fir. 

Ham. What woman then? 

For none neither. ^ 

Ham How abfolute the knaue is, we muft fpcake by the card, 

.„«"rc;uon»iUvndoo,a.Eyth.Lo,d^ 

hiietookenoteofit, thcage is 1 

pefant comes fo ncerc the hceleofthc Courtier he galls hiskybc. f 

How lone haft thou bene a Graue-maker, ^ J 

Clo. Of the dayes i’th yearcl came too t that day that our 1 | 

King Hamlet oucrcamc Fortinhrafe. | 

Ham. How long is that fince? , . ™-crha|. 

Cle. CannotyoutcllthatPcueryfoGlccan tell 

very day thatyoungH4w/er was borne: he that IS mad and fentint| ^ 

England. . , • 1- i is i 

Ham, 1 marry why was he fcniintoEngiano. 

aZ. Why bWnnfe a v. at mad': a lh.ll .eto.tt b, twits thtre.ot , 
a doc not, tis no great macter there, 

fTtfjp.Twilhiot be fceoc in him there, there the arc men asoia 
How came he mad ? 

Glow^ Very ftrangely they fay. 

Warn* Howftrangely? 

Clow. Faith cenc with loofing his wits# 

andboy thirty ycarcs. ' 



I,; 



'ne~^ug<dte of Hamlet 

H.<w. How long will a man lie i’th ear?h ere he rot? 
pow. Faith ifa be not rotten before a die, as wchaocmany poc- 
e corfts , that will fcarcc hold the laying in , a will laft you fomc 
•ght yeare,or nineyearc. A Tanner will laft you nine yearc. 

Ham. W'hy he more then anotherf 

Whyllr,hi$ hidcis I'o tand with his trade, that awill keepe 
E i uc water a great whilejSc your water is a fore decaycr of your whor- 
l|| ’U dead body, hccr’s a fcull now hath lycn you i'th earth 23,yeaies. 
Ham. Whofewasit^ 

j A whotfon mad fcllowes it was,whofe do you think it was? 
Haw, Nay I know not. 

^/ow. Apcftilencc ©nhimforamadrogue, apourda flagonof 
Penilh on my bead once ; this fame skull fir, was fir Tericks skull, the 
^iings iefter. 






Ham. This? 



5 j ■f't' (^lov, Eenthat. 

M Ham. Alas poorc Toricke'i knew him Horatio, 3 . fellow of infinite 
i: : ^ft, of nroft cxcelent fancy , hce hath bore me on his backe a thou. 

times, and now how abhorred in my imagination it is:my gorge 
If I ifes at it. Here hung thofe lyppes that I haue kift I know not how 
f ! i|-,|ft;where be your gibes now ? your gamboles, your fongs, your fla- 
lies of merrimentjtbat were wont to fet the table on aroate,not one 
v S jbwto mocke your owne grinning, quite chopfalne. Now get you 
stny Ladies tabk,and tell her, let her paint an inch tbickc,to ihisfa- 






pur fire muft come, make her laugh at that, 
irethee H(»ri?r/o tel! me one, thing. 

-[y Hora. What’s tha* my Lord; 

'ii. ! /3W?w.Dooft thouthinke Alexander \ooktzi\ns(iOnoa i’th earth? 
'!j|; Hora. Ecnfb. 



■ I.'' ( 



■’I; 



Ham, AndfmeItfo:pah. 
Hora. Een io my Lord . 



,u,, , Har-J. i o what bafe -rfes we may returnc Horatio I’Why may not 
tf ' 1*8 trace the noble duft oi Alexander ttiiX a find it flopping 

f ! fi ihinghole^ 

"III; ; Hora. Twere to confidcr too curioufly to confider fo. 

No faith,not aiot, but to follow him thether with modefly 
ii'ljil :<;ugi.,andlikeIihood to Icadc iweAloxandcr dicd, 9 A lexander was 
' i,!'& fried, Alexander rcturneth to duft, the duft is earth, ofcarth wee 
t|ll| l]jq Lomc,& why of thap Lome whereto he was co»ucrted, mig 



• Trtnce ef Dmndrke, 

They not ftoppe a Bearc-barrell? 

I^perirus Cafar dead, and turn’d to Clay, 

Micht ftoppe a holc,to keepe the wind away. 

.,0 tliat that earth which kept the world in awe, 

Shoulp patch a wall t’expcll the waters flaw. 

But foftjbut foft awhile, here comes the King, £HterKin 

Tile QiKcne,the courcicts,who is this they follow? QMe.Laerti 
And with fuch maimed rites?this doth betoken, and the eorft 

The corfe they follow, did with defprat hand 
Foredoo it ownc lifc,twas of fome eftate, j 

Conch wc a while and marke. | 

Laer. What Ceremony clfe? j. 

Ham, That is I.<«(rrrw a very noble youth, make. ; 

"Laer. What Ceremony elfef . • ^ t '' 

HoSl, Her obfequics haue beene as farre inlarg d 
As we haue warranty,her death was doubtful!, t; 

And but that great conimaud ore-fwayes the ordcr,^ 

She fliould in ground vnfanclified beene lodg d 

Tillthelaft trumpet rforcharitableprayers. 

Flints and Peebles fliould be thrqwnc on her: 

Yet hecrc flic is allow’d her virgin Grants, 

Hctmayden ftrewments.and the bringing home 
Of bell and buriall. 

\,aer. Muft there no mote be doonef 
fDaS. Nomorebcdoonc. 

We fliould prophane the fcruice ofthc dead. 

To fing a Requiem and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted foules. 

\,aer. Lay her i’th earth, ' 

And from herfaire and vnpoilutedflefli ^ ; ■ 

May Violets Iprnig : I tell thee churlifliPrieft, . 

A minirtring Angcll fiiall my filler be , 

When thon iyeft howling. 

Ham. What, the faire Ophelia. 

Qnee. Sweets to the Iweet, farewell, 

I hop't thou fliould’ft haue beene my Ham^ttV^uCf 
I thought thy bride-bed to haue deckt fwcct ma'ide,. 

And not haue ftrevv’d thy grauo. 

O trebblewoc : ' , ' . J"' pal 
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The TragedieofViixXilvc 

jlfi Fall teiuie times double on that curfed head, 

I yvbofe wicked decde thy moft ingenious fence 
JOepriued thee of, hold off the earth a while, 

|iTiU i hauc caught her once more in mine armes; t 

II Slovv pile your duftvpon the quicke and dead* 
nil of this flat a mountaine you hauc made 

^ old Velion,ot the skyefti head 

II 3fb!cw Olympus. 

What is he whofe griefe 

IfleaTes fuch an Emfhafis,\s'ao(k phrafe offorrow 
If Coniures the wandring flarrcs,and makes them ftaud 
'-ike wonder wounded hearers ? tis I 
the Dane. 

Z««cr. The Diucll take thy foule, 
iP|i. Ham. Thou pray’ft not well, I prcihcc take thy finger* 
lil For though I am not fplecnatiuc rafh, ('from my throat, 

tr^lYct hauc 1 in mefomething dangerous, 

-j^'^’hich let thy wifedome fcare; hold off thy handf 
Yiirtg. Plucke them a funder, 
u; f Qme.WamlcttWamkt. 

X Gentlemen. 

i t, Hor^. Good my Lord be quiet. 

jfv Ham. Why,I will fight with him vpon this thcame 
i|Vncill my eye-lids will no longer wag-ge. 
i'v L Q«e<?. Omyfonne.whattheame? 
vF' Warn. I lou'd 0/>/if/M:forty thoufand brothers 
;t' 'Could not with all their quantity ofloue 
|l|l 'iMake vp my fumme. What wilt thou doo for her, 

'j| ; YJug. Laertes. 

li Qw(f. ForloueofGodforbearehim? 

S; S’woundsfbewmewhat th'outdoe: 

Woo't wcepc.woo’t fight, woo’t faft.woo’t tearc thy iclf e, 
iif |Woo’t drinkc vp Efiibcate a Crocadilc 
j||.» fie doo't.'doofi come hcere to whine^ 
f|i. To out-face me with leaping ia her grauc, 

■ 'IMi r® huried quicke with her, and fo will I. 
r||* JVnd if thou prate of moutitaincs,let them throw 

ii jidillions of Acres on v^,til! our ground 

l^iadging his pate againft the burning Zone ^ 



^ Prince of DeftmArke* 

MakcOflh hit* a wart, nay and thou It mouth, 

]le rant as well as thou. 

This is mcere madnefle, 

- And this a .while the fit will wotke on him. 

Anon as patient as the female Doe 
When that her golden cuplets are dilcloied 

His fllence will fit drooping. 

Hrfw. Heareycufir, , 

What is the reafon that you vfe me thus.' 

1 lou’d you euer,but it is no matter, 

LetAfw«/«himfelfedoewhathemay . « w. 

The Cat will mcw.adoggc will hauc his day. 

pray thee good I Uratio waite vpon him. and Horatio. 

Strengthen your patience in our lafl; flights fpecch, 

Weelc put the matter to the prefent pufh: ^ 

Good Gernardkt fome watch ouer your tonne. 

This grauc fhall hauc a liuing monument. 

An houre of quiet thereby fhall we fee, _ 

Tell then in patience curprocccding l>c. M.xeum>. 

EnterHamletandHaratio. 

Ham. So much for this fir, now (hall you fee the other. 

You doc remember all tjic circumftance. 

Hor. Remember it my Lord. , . 

Ham. Sir in my hdart there was a kind of fighting 

That would not let me flccpc,me thought 1 lay 

Worfe then the mutincs in the bilbo's,rafhly, 

And prayfd be rafhncs for it :lct vs know, 
Ourindifcretionfomctimefeiucs vs weli ,,, 

When our deepe plots doc falljAnd that ibouldlcarncvs 

Thcr s a diuinity that fliap^s .our cnd% 

Rough hew them hovv v'e wiU^^ 

Hora. That is moft ccrtainc. . i 

Ham, Vp from my Cabin, 

My fea-gowRC fcarft about^c in the darkc 

Groptl tofindoutthcm,had my dcfifc, 

Fingard their packet , and in fine witK^dtpw 
To mine owncro^mcagainc, making^ bold 
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Thc- Tragedy (?/”Hainlcc 

i;‘ Pi My feares forgetting manners to vnfoUi' 

’ ' j Their graund coin!nifTion;vtfhcre I found Horath 
i'A royallkiaucry,an exaift command 
|j Lard cd with many leucrall forts of reafons, 

< Importing Denmarkes he«lth,and Englands to. 

With hoc fuch bugges and goWins in my life, 
liThac on the fuperuife no Icafurc bated. 

No not to (lay the grinding of the Axe, 

'My head Chouldbcftrookeoflf. 

If Hara. I’ft po(fible? 

I j HL«w, Hecrct the commillion.read it at more leafure, 
Ij But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed, 

H fiora. IbcfcechyoB. 

J Ham. Being thus be-nettedrround with yillatncs, 

\i' Or I could make a prologue to my braines, 

, ;'|,j Theyhadbegunnetlie play,lfatmc dovvne, 

,1 « Dcuifd a new eomroi(Iion,wrotc it faire. 






' ! \ I once did hold it as our ftatids doe 
sj' A bafeneiTe to writefairc,andlabo;irdmuch 
ill * How to forget that learnitig,but fir now 



|;h^’ Ji didmcyemansferuicc,wilt thou know 
Th’ cffedlofwhatl wrotef 



fiv 



Hera. I good my Lord. . 

[|1|| H4«». An earneft conjuration from the King*. 

As England was his faithfull tributary, 

IkI r As louc betweene them like the palmc might florilli, 
j As peace fhould (lill her wheaten garland wearc 

'■(fij And (land a tweenc their amities. 

I'll' And many fuch like, as fir of great charge, 

Thaton the vicw,and knowing ofthefc contents, 
i f Without debatement further more or kfle, 

I'i'l i,jHe fliould thofe bearers ^ut to fuddainc death,, 
fhriuing time alow’d. 
h l i| Hera. How was this feald/ 
v||h Ham. Whyeueninthat washcauenordfliant, 

; fc| jS hadmy fathers fignet in my pur(e 
^iihWhich was the model of that Datiijdi fealf. 






I^Foldcd the writyp in the forme of th’othcri . 
i ' f l^\i^crib’dit,gatttth’iraptcflion,plac* d it fafcly. 



The, — 
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Frtme of uenmarke* 



Tl^anglingncucrknownernowthe next day f 

our Sea-fight, and what to this was fequent 

Thou knoweft already. 

\{ora. SoGHjlde>^fitrnevt\A^ofencraHs%ottoot. 

Hrfw. They arc not neere my confciencejibcir defeat 
Dooes by their owneinfimiation growc, 

Tis dangcious when the bafer nature comes 
Betweene the palTe and fell inccnccd poynts 
Ofmiehty oppofits. . , 

Hera Why what aKing is this. 

Ham' Dooes it not tbinke thee Hand me now vppon ? 

Hcc that hath kild ray King, and whor’d my mother, , 

Pop’t in betweene the elcaion and my hopes, 

ThrowneouthisAnglefbrmy proper life 

And with fuch cofnage,! ft not perfea confcicncc > 

Enter a(oHTtier. 

Tour, Your Lordfhippeis right welcome backc toDcnmarke, 

Ham, 1 humbly thanke you fir. 

Doo’ft know this watet-fly ? 

5''"'** Th°vTate1si^moregratious , for tis aviceto know him, , , 
HSIitad and taUl =1« abeattb. Lord 
cnb (hall (land at the Kings mefle. tis a chough , but as I lay , Ipaa . ^ 

“ If yoir Lor d ftippe we« at Lcato e,, I fliould 5, 

“li J! tSi rSe'^iXtleM 

to his right vfc,tis for the head. ' „ 

Cfl«r. i thanke your Lordlhip,it IS very hot. 

Ham. No bekeue me, tis very cold the wind is Northeny . . 

Cour. It is indifferent cold m> Lord indeed, - 

Ham. Butyctmcthinkesitisvcryloultryandhot, ormycom . 

Exceedingly my Lord, it is very foultry, as t were Icannm ^ 

agrent ^^'^gcr on yourhcad>fir . 

Ham. I cood lith,firherc,isncwJ]l 

{'ou Nay good my Lord for '"V gcntlUa, full ofmofi 

comctocourtZi<»er>M,bele«ucineanab^ ^ g excellcni 



1 






lalsi'iet' 



1,1 y ‘ W * 

jexccllcntdiff:reaces,oTvery roftfocict|| and great fliowintr Ilin- 
Idcede to fpeake feelingly of Him, he is the card or kalender ofGent- 
,ltry ;for you 1‘hall finds in him the continent of what par: a Gentle- 
man would fee. f re 

Bam. Sir,his definementfaftersno perdition in you, thouoh I 
f.know to devidc him inuentorially, would dizzie th’arithnietickeof 
1 memory, and yet but raw neither, in rcfpcdl ofhis quick iaile, but 
Kinthe verityofcxtolment, Itakehimtobea foulc of great article, 
and his infufion of fuch dearth and rarenefle, ns to make true dixiori 
ofhim,his femblableishis mirrour, and who els would trace him 

I his vmbrage, nothing more. ' 

Coar. Your Lordfliipfpeakesmoft infallibly of him. 

Ham. Tne c oncernancy fir, why do wee wrap the Gentleman in 
our more rawer breath ? 

CoHr. Sir. 

Hara. Ift not polfibid to vndcrftantj in another tongue, you will 
doo't fir really. 

Ham. What imports the nomination of this Gentleman ? 

Coar. O? Laertes. 

Hora. His putfeis empty already, all’s golden words arclpcnt. 
Ham. Ofhitnfif. 

Coar. I know you are not ignorant. 

H*!w. I would you did fir , yet in fayth if you did, it wouldJnot 
limuch approoue me, well fir. 

Caur. You are ignorant of v^hat excellence Laertes is 
! Ham. I dare not confeflfe that, Icaft I lliould compare with him 
li in excellence, but to know a man well, were to know himfelfe. 
i/f Qosir. I mcane fit for this wcap^, but in the imputation layd on 
Pliim by them in his meed, hee’s vnfellowed. 

II Ham. What’s his weapon 
Coar. R.apiar and Digger, 

- Ham. That’s two ofhis weapons, but well, 

Cear. The King fir hath wagerd with him fix Barbary horfes a- 
•Vainft the which he has impaundas I take it fix french Rapiers and 
'?oynards, with their afsignes, as girdle, hangerand fo. Three of the 
'tariages i n faith, are very'^ dearc to fancy, very relponfiuc to the hilts, 
■noft dilicate carriages, and of very liberall concetr. 

; ’i Hrfas. What call you the carriages? , 

Hvrrf, Ikncwyouinuftbc edified by the raargent ere you h* 
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TWcam>gcft .retkcto 

’8”'“''’-rSSo(ir'’k«hUU^ 

CotiY. ^n.ij^^texccedc you three hits, hec hath 

and i. would .o uu„.cdiace Kyall.if 
vout Lordfliippe would vouchlafe the anlwcrc. 

Ham. Howiflanfwcreno^ 

Conn Imeanemy Lordthe PP ir;._ieafchisMaiefty,it 

Ham. SirlwnUwa’kehceremthehaU 

■ is the breathing time his purpofe ; I will wintic 

odtlehits. . r ‘i 

SI’ ?olhSarafarwha. 

“-cacaaeno 

ham , a- hiccdcth^ I know ihc droffy agedoteson, 

manymorcoftbeiamemccocinai habit of incounter, a 

endyeot the tune ofth^time, through 

kind ofmiftycolleaion, which carryes them '^"1; but blowc 

the mofi prbphane and trenno wned opinions , and coe 
them to their try all, the bubbles are out ^ 

Vl.d.MyLord,hi.Maiaflyoon.naud.dhim.oy- 

OSrt* , who brings bactc to him that you aueidh™^^^ 

li« ftnds’toknow iVyoutploafuieMd topUy w.AUtrttt.c in J 

Th:!' tli^y p^pofo, .k»y 1' 

r.r..,ftisfi.uesfpeakes.nuuei..eady:uow o. wheufoaua. ,)>.? 

uided I be fo able as now. t 

N? 







The Tragedy of riamlct ^ 

l^ord. The King and Q.|Kenc and all arc comming dowiic. 

In happy time# 

1.0 d. The Q^eenc dcfircs you to vfe foine gentle entertainment 
to 'Laertefy before you goe to play, 

Hamy Shcc well inftrufts me, 

Horn, You willloofe my Lord. 

l^am, I doe not thinke fo, fince hce went into France, I hauc bin 
incontinuallpraflifc,Iihail winne at theods j thou would'ft not 
thjnkehowill all’s hecrc about my heart, but it is no matter# 

Hora. Nay good my Lord. 

It is but foolery, but it is fuch a kinde ofgamc-giuing,as 
would perhaps trouble a woman. 

. If your mind diflike any thing, obay it. I will forcftall their 

repaire hether and fay you are not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit wc defie augury, there is fpcciall prouidence in ^ 
the fall of a Sparrowc, if it be, tis not to come, if it bee not to come, 
it will be now, ifi:bccnotnow,yccitwillcomc,thcreadiHesisall, 
fince no man of ought hce leaiies, knowes what ifl to Icaue betimes, 
let bee, 

table prepardy Trumpets ^ T>rums and Officers with C ufhmsj 
King, Queeneyandallthe fiate Foiles, D aggers y and Laertes. 

King. Corue Hamlet^ come and take this hand from me. 

Ham. GiiTc 'meyour pardon fir, I haue done you wrong, 

But pardon’e as you are a Gentleman, this prcfencc knowes, 

And you mull needs haue beard, how I am punillit 
Wiih a fore diftra6lion:wbat I haue done 
That might your nature, lioncr, and exception 
Roughly awake i hcerc proclaime wasmadnes, 

V^^^Hamlet wronged Laertes f neucr Hamlet. - 
Hamlet from himfelfe be tane away, 

And when hcc*s nor himfelfe, doo s wrong Laertes, 

Then Hamlet doo"s it no denies it. 

Who dooes it then > his madnes. ife be fo, 

Hamlet is ofthefa6lion that is wronged, 

His madnelTe is poore Hamlets enemic, 

niy difclaitning from a purpofd euill. 

Free me fo farre in your moll generous thoughts 
That I hauc {hot my ariowe ore the houfe 



1 
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• Prime of Denmrie. 

Andhurt tny brotliw. 

Uer. lam fatisfied in nature, 

wUemotiuanthUcaft 

To my reuendge.bttt in my tearmes of honor 

LLlooie,tndvviUnoreconalcmcnt, 

«lby feme elder Maifters ofknowne honor 

Ihaueavoyce and prcfidenc of peace 

To my 

1 doe reetiue your offerd loucjlikc loue, 
francklyplay. 

Giuevsthefailcs. • 

Yourskm0iauliteaftatKi’*d»'W“‘8>» ,, 

Stick fiery of indeed, 

Laer, Youmoc^emete.- '■ 

Youknowthcwagcri 

But fince he is better,wc haue ^^eref^c ods. 

W. This is to hcauy ; let me fc^ 

This likes me well.there ioilestauc aU a icngw. 

IfHWtfr giue the firft or fecond hit. 

Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange. 

Let alhhc battlcmcius thcirordo^ehie. , ^ 

The King (hall drinke to HamltU better 
And in the cup an Onixe (hall he 

Richer then that which foure tb« cups,. 

In Denmatkes Crowne haue wornc : g 

AndletthekettleWthetrumpetfpe^e, - _ 

' The trumpet to the Cannoneere without, _ , 

.The Camions to the bcauens,thc hcaucn 






lame 
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Trfimpett 
the while. 



Drftm,tr»mpetSMd Jhot. 
Flerijh^a peece goes tf. 



'ft 



:i; CT'- !■ 



'lais 



M 



II 






The Tragedy of Hamlet • 

Now the King drinkes to H^;»-Vf,comcbegmne. 
you the ludgcs bcarc a wary eye; 

Come on fir. . • 

Laer^ Come my Lord. 

Warn. One* 

Laer^ No* 

Ham. Judgement. 

Oflr. A hic,a very palpable hrc* 

Lacr^ Wcll,aga4nc* 

Kd^g* Scay,giue me drhAic^ f/amiet this pearic is thine, 
Hccpes to thy hcalthjgiuchim the cup. 

Ham: llcplay this bout firft/ec it by awhile 
Come^anothcr hit. What fay you? 

Laer, Idoeconfcft. 

Kmg. Ourfonnefliall wiiinc. 

Hee*s fat aaAfcant of breath. ; 

Hcerc Hamlet take my napkin rub thy brawes. 

The Qjeenc carowfes to thy fortune 

Ham* Good Madam. ' ; : • 

King. Gertrard\doc not 

I will my Lord,I pray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfncd cup^ it is too latCi — 

Ham* I dare not drmkcy et Mad^m,by and by* ■ - 

Q^e^ Comc,lctme"wipe thy face. 

Laer. My Lord, lie hit him now. 

Idoenotthinkt. 

Laer^ And yet it is almoft agailnft my confcience, _ 

Ham^ Com for the third La^rte/, you doe but ually^ir 
I pray you palfe with your befl violence 
I am furc you make a wanton of me; 

Laer. Say you lb come on. 

Ofir. Nothing neitherway. 

Laer. Haueacyoiiuow. 

King. Past them, they arc i 
Ham. Nay come againc. 

0;?r. LooketotheQ^ccnethsrc.hpe. 

Hora. They bleed on both.fidiSvhow.ts it my Lord:? 

Ofir. Hoft ift . , , 
leacr* Why as a woodcock tominc ow'nc lprindgc.(^w^L 



u 

f ^ 



r.;4- 



ffimeofTHnniAfke^ 

1 1 .m luWy 

tAam How does the . 

No medcin in the world can do thee pod, 

In thee there is not halfe an houres he, 

Thetreacherousnrftrumentism^ 

Vnbatedand enuenomd, thv fou. p 

Hai. hL thou inceaious damned Dane, 

Dnnkcofthis potion, is the Onixc hcerc . 

"«rSr„:nn.3keth«fteeofiUfo|^^^ 

I am dead Horatio,vimched 

Youthatlooke pale and tremble at this cha. , 

That are but mutes, or audience to this att. 

Had I but time as this fell Sergeant Death 
Isftri6linhisarreft. O I could tell you . 

Butletit be ; H<?r4r/<?Iamdead, , , 

Thouliueft, report me aad my caulc aright 
Tothc vnfatisfied. 

Hor^. Ncuer belccuc it; n « 

I am more an antikcRomane then a Dan 
Hccrc’s yet (bme liquor lefu 
Ham. As th art a man . 

Giue me the cup, let goc, by heauen 1 e r 



c. 



Marne 
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The Tragedy of VLzmlct. 

O Cod Hor^Jh ! what a wounded name 

Things ftandingchus vnknowne, (liall I Icaue behind me> 

Ifchou did ft cucr hold me in thy heait, 

Abfent thee from felicity a while. 

And in this harfh vvotld draw thy breath in paine AmdreU^ 

To tell ray ftory : what warlike noife is this ? farreef 



Enter Ofrick,. 

Ofr, Ton'A’rFortbdraJfe with conqueft come from Poland 
Th th’cmbaflr.dMS ofEngtar.d g'ucsthis warlike volly. ’ 
Warn 0\ <\\t Horaio, 

The potent poj ion quite ore-gro wes my Ipirit, 

I carinotliueto heare the newesfrom England, 

But I do proplvcfie the eieilion lights 
On FortbiiraJffj he has ray dying voyce. 

So tell him with th’occurants more and lefle 
Wh'ch hauc folicited, the reft is filence. 

H/ra. Now cracks a noble heart, good night fwcct Prince, 
And flight? of Angels finge thee to thy reft. 

Why doocs the drumme come hether? 



Enter FertitiBraJfe^with the Smhaptdori, 
Fortin. Where is this fight ? 

^ora. What is it you would lee ? 
if ought of woe, or wonder, ceafe your fearch. 

Fortin. This quarry cries on hauock,0 proud death 
What feaft is toward in thine etetnall cell. 

That thou fo many Princes at a fliot 
So bloudily haft ftrooke? 

Bmhaf. The fight is difinall 
And our affaires from England come too late. 

The ^fes are fencelcfl'e that fhouldgiucYS hearing, 

To telihim his comniandement is fulfllld, 

Th at Rofencrans and ^ ftyldenfitrne are dead. 

Where fhould wee haue our thankes? 

Hora. Not from his mouth 
Had it th ability of life to thanke you ; 

He ncuer gaue commandenaent for their death ? 

But flucc lo iunip vpen this bloody queflion " 
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Prmeo/Demtarh. 

you from England 

Are hecre arriued, giue order that thefe bodies 
High on a ftage be placed to the view, 

Andktmeefpeakc, to th yet ynknovving world 
How thefe things came about ; fo fhall you hcarc ^ 

Ofcruelljbloodyandvnnaturallafts. 

Of accidental! iudgements, cafuall (laughters. 

Of deaths put on by cunning, and fo*^**® came. 

And in this vpfhot, purpofes miftooke, 

'palnc on the inuenters heads : all this can i 

Truely deliucr. 

'Port, Let vs haft to hcarc it. 

And call the nobleft to the audience. 

Forme with forrow Icmbrace my fortune 
I hauc fomc tights of memory in this kingdome. 

Which now to claime my vantage doth inuite me. 

Eora. Of that I fhall hauc alfo caufc to 

Andfromhismouth,whofevovcewiU draw no more. 

But let this fame be prtfcntly perform d .. 

Euenwhilc mensmindes atcwildc,lcaftmoteHufchance 
On plots and errors happen. 

Fort. Let fburc Captaincs 
BeareH<f»?/eflike a fouldicr to the itage, 

For he was likely, had he beenc . /«• 

To haue proouedmoft royall ; and for hi$ paflage, 

The fouldicts mufique and the right or warre 

Speake loudly for him: 

Take vp the bodies, fuch a fight as this. 

Becomes the field, but hecre fhowes much ^fle. 

Goe bid the fouldiers fhootc, 

_ FINIS. ^ 
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